





‘TOO EAGER FOR LOVE 


‘We wanted things to be right and proper, 
cot time was flying and | was desperate’ 
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Named “Orchid of All Hair Dressings” 


by One of America’s Leading Beauticians 


GLAMOUR IS THE ‘‘WORD”’ 


Yes, says a National Champion Hair Stylist, one word de- 
cribes Long-Aid—glamourous. “There is only one reason why 
men come into my beauty salon... to become glamourous! 
And after years of working with every hair dressing you 
buy, I finally found the one hair dressing that fills the 
Long-Aid. Long-Aid spells G-L-A-M-O-U-R in capital 
tters for every woman’s hair. 
I mean it. And I can prove it.” 


WHAT IS YOUR HAIR PROBLEM? 
Do you have dry, too curly hair... hair that simply will 
t stay under control for you to dress and manage? Then, 
ten to this. Wonderful Long-Aid brings your curly, unruly 
r under its magical control right away. Makes it look longer, 
fter, so easy for you to style and manage .. . protects it 
gainst moisture, perspiration. 
Maybe you're plagued by that short, fine hair around the 
ehead, temples . . . the back of your neck. Stubborn little 
that kinks up, and just will not blend in with your coif- 
fure. It's true—Long-Aid puts an end to that age-old problem. 
it once and you'll see. 
Then you'll never want to be without Long-Aid. Its results 
truly magnificent. 


TRY OTHER FAMOUS LONG-AID PRODUCTS 





LONG-AID SULPHUR 










$1.00 LONG-AID 
FLOWING HOT OIL 
$1.10 
LONG-AID 
SHAMPOO PLUS 
EGG CONCENTRATE 
79¢ LONG-AID 


ACTALAN SOAP 
It's Medicated. 60c 


OR DO YOU HAVE... 


a scalp condition? Embarrassed by itching irritations ... 
loose, ugly dandruff? Then look no further. This “orchid” 
of hair dressings actually relieves dry, thirsty scalp. Relieves 
worrisome dandruff, those itching irritations. Really keeps 
your hair fresh, so clean smelling. 

I could go on and on singing Long-Aid’s praises. I know 
from personal experience that Long-Aid will give you the 
beautiful, lustrous . . . just naturally glamourous hair style 
you want. Quickly. Easily. Believe me. 

And never forget this one important fact: Long-Aid makes 
hair look longer! 


WHY AMERICA’S FINEST? 


Three very special ingredients! Nature’s own lanolin to help 
short, growing hair look wonderfully longer. New miracle K-17 
to kill certain scalp bacteria, relieve dandruff, itching. Amaz- 
ing deltyl prime to keep hair straight, protect it against 
moisture. 

A scientific blend of these and other fine ingredients make 
Long-Aid the amazing hair dressing it is. This secret formula 
cannot be touched by ordinary hair dressings. 


FREE HAIR CARE BOOKLET 

Don’t hesitate a minute! Order Long-Aid today ... and be 
sure and ask for the new FREE Hair Care Booklet, “Orchids 
In Your Hair,” now available from the Long-Aid Company. 
That’s Long-Aid, in the pretty pink jar—only $1 on absolute 
money back guarantee. Once you've tried Long-Aid you, too, 
will say “Orchids to Long-Aid.” 

It’s America’s finest hair dressing. 


-- MAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW ---; 


Long-Aid Company, Dept. T-14A 
P. O. Box 2505, Memphis, Tenn. 
Please rush me the Long-Aid products checked below. Cash, 
check or money order enclosed. 
[) Send me FREE Hair Care {[_] Long-Aid Shampoo Plus 
~ Booklet “Orchids in Your Egg Concentrate 79c (no 
Hair’ with my order. tax) 
Long-Aid with K-7 $1.10 () Lons-Air Sulphur $1 (no 
anes Soe () Long-Aid Flowing Hot Oil 
Long-Aid with K-7 large $1.10 (incl. tax) 
economy size $3.30 (incl. [] Long-Aid Actalan Soap 60c 
tax) (no tax) 


if 


OO 


(No C.0O.D.'s outside continental U.S. No order shipped less 
than $1.00. IMPORTANT! You save C.O.D. and postage 
charges by sending full amount with order. Orders $5 or 
over at least 1, deposit required.) 
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FREE! Display Case Offer! 


Do this NOW .... Send for Lucky Heart’s 
FREE Display Case Offer. A handsome Display 
Case filled with full size cosmetics, samples and 
demonstrators. It’s sent to you the moment you 
accept our offer to become a Lucky Heart Rep- 
resentative in your area. Mail the coupon now! 





Taking advantage of sale prices, Jane Caldwell fills her pantry and freezer with a varied 
assortment of foods to suit her family’s taste and her own whims. Unlike so many house- 
wives, who of necessity buy sparingly, Janie now realizes her dream of being able to load 
her shopping cart to her heart’s content without the slightest fear of the total! cost. 


Ali you do is show and demonstrate nation- 
into $50 to $60 regular income. Folks wel- ally advertised Lucky Heart Cosmetics. COSMETICS 


come you in because you bring the newest They’re so beautifully packaged and so : 
and latest in fine cosmetics to their homes. popularly priced they sell on sight! Dept. 2K, Memphis 2, Tenn. 















Roasts, steaks and chops are now frequently prepared by 
Mrs. Caldwell and she takes great pride in setting a 
bountiful table. No longer need she stretch her food 
budget with spaghetti, macaroni and beans for low-cost 
but monotonous meals. She can serve what she wants. 


== How to Beat the 
ee High Cost of Living 


Janie Caldwell finds way to 
live better than most people 


JANIE CALDWELL’S MONEY PROBLEM was typical 

of that of millions of people helplessly caught between rising 

prices and a shrinking paycheck. Above all, food prices 
’ worried her. No matter how carefully she shopped, less and 
less money was left. 


That’s when Mrs. Caldwell decided to stop feeling helpless. 
She did something about it. She sought ways of adding to her 
family’s income—some spare time work that would still 
enable her to care for her home and family—something that 
required no previous experience. She shopped around for 
opportunities and decided to become a Representative for 
Lucky Heart Cosmetics, a reputable, well known company 
in Memphis, Tennessee. 
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“T started first calling on my friends,” reminisced Janie, 
“They recommended me to their neighbors and relatives. 
Soon I had a wide circle of customers. I started making $50 
and more in my spare hours which certainly came in 
handy. Yet this was only the beginning of our new prosperity 
and happiness.” 


If you are sincére, ambitious and willing to devote a few 
hours of your spare time to earn $50 to $60 regularly—or 
work full time to earn even more money—do this: Send the 
coupon below as did Mrs. Caldwell and hundreds of other 
prosperous Lucky Heart Representatives. Complete details 
and FREE Display Case Offer will be mailed you promptly. 
Do it now—before you miss another day’s income. 





| — ox 


Lucky Heart Cosmetics 
Dept. 2K, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


Yes, | want to follow Mrs. Janie Caldwell’s example. Please 
rush me the full details and FREE Display Case Offer. 


Name a 








Address. ical 
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and decided to switch to Tampax. All 

at once. Just like that! I knew Tampax® 

a sanitary protection had all the 

ivantages I'd been looking for: dis- 

creetness, comfort, lack of odor, ease of 

lisposal. But for some reason, I'd just 
hung back from trying it. 

One day, however, I took a good, 
hard look at those big, bulky external 
pads and that clumsy belt-pin contrap- 
tion—and the next thing you know, I 
was down at the store buying Tampax. 
And believe me, it is easy as anything 

use it. 

Now I'm buttonholing all my friends 
and urging them to switch to Tampax, 
roo; happiness loves company. Take a 
fresh look at the things you want, the 
way you want to be—even on difficult 

ays—and you'll turn to Tampax. There 

ist isn’t anything quite like it! 

Choice of 3 absorbencies (Regular, 
super, Junior) wherever drug products 
ire sold. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, 
Massachusetts. 
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DITOR 


‘Lover’ Lovely 


I would just like to say, thank you for the 
article, “How To Be A Successful Lover,” in 
the July issue of TAN magazine. I’d expected 
a fancy, frilly approach, and was very pleased 
with your sober and sound treatment of a 
very shaky subject these days. I’ve heard that 
“wise men say that love is the secret”—your 
article makes them seem very right indeed 

Marianne Cabell 
Wilmington, Delaware 

I was reading in your recent issue of TAN 
Magazine, an article on, “How To Be A Suc- 
cessful Lover,” and was most impressed. You 
see, after | matured and entered into woman- 
hood and became intelligently acquainted with 
sex and its full meaning and the major part 
it plays in one’s life, I felt exactly as your 
article stated. But in trying to execute this 
belief, | have been deeply hurt and confused 
Perhaps the minds of the males | have come 
in contact with have not been elevated to this 
degree. Prior to your article, I was deter- 
mined to stand firm on my convictions, in 
spite of the odds. Now I know I am. 

Thank you for the reassurance. I now, at 
least, know someone else believes as I, and 
it is most comforting. 

Mrs. Cora Paige 
Farrell, Penna. 


Information Please 


| have been reading and buying the maga- 
zines that you publish for some time now, and 
I have only one complaint against TAN maga- 
zine. The book is a wonderful thing to read, 
but I think you should tell the readers a little 
about the beautiful cover girls you have on 
that magazine. I think a lot more people would 
also like to know a little about these ladies. 
A/1C Edgar A. Godson 

Laredo AFB, Texas 


Likes Little Richard 


I like reading “Hollywood To Harlem” in 
your TAN Magazine. I read a small section 
about Little Richard in your July issue. How 
about writing a story about him? | have always 
been a fan of his, and no matter what he has 
done, I think it is wonderful that he has 
turned to God. 

William Brown 
St. Louis 21, Mo. 
EDITOR’S NOTE: 
_A by-lined story by Little Richard appeared 
in the October 1957 issue of TAN, under the 
title “I’m Just A Crazy Mixed-Up Kid.” 


A Word To The Wise 


| am a regular reader of TAN, Ebony, Jet 
and the other fine books The Johnson Publish- 
ing Company publish. So keep up the fine 
work and may you have the hest of success. 
Remember: “Don’t itch for success, seratch 
for it.” 

Jean Menefee 
Tuskegee, Ala. 


























THE PHONE NEVER STOPS RINGING for girls 
with bright, clear complexions 


Be pretty! Be popular! If you 
want to give romance a chance, 
begin with your skin. There is 
no beauty secret more important 
than a clear, bright complexion. 
And there is no surer way to win 
lovely skin than with NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream. 


Brighter, clearer skin can be 
yours quicker! Don’t let a dull, 
dark complexion rob you of ro- 
mance. Don’t let oily skin, big 
pores, blackheads cheat you of 
charm. Don’t let a poor complex- 
ion make you look lots older than 
you are. For a change of face, try 
NADINOLA! Nothing—absolutely 
nothing—will improve your com- 
plexion so many ways, so fast! 
Don’t keep your beauty a secret! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, and lovelier. 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated in- 
gredient of NADINOLA penetrates 
the skin cells—works deep down 
within to brighten and lighten 
your complexion, fade weathered 
brown spots, combat blackheads 
and externally caused pimples. 
Your skin feels cleansed and clear- 
ed, fresh and fascinating, glow- 
ing and glamorous. Friends will 
say you look years younger! 


Two types of Nadinola—one is 
for you! Regular NADINOLA, in 
the black box, is for dry skin. 
NADINOLA Deluxe, in the pink 
box, is for oily skin. Buy either, 
with our guarantee of satisfac- 
tion or money back. NADINOLA, 
Paris, Tennessee. 
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FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is non- 
Oily. Brightens skin, 
lessens shine at the 
same time. 75c and $1.25 














FOR DRY SKIN 
The original Nadinola 
is enriched with fine 

cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 75c and $1.25 











[ have been reading TAN for about three 
years and always look forward to seeing the 
new issue on the newsstands. I would like to 
become a Pen Pal. I am 17 and would like to 
correspond with young men between the ages 
of 17 and 23 who are really lonely. I’m 5’ 4”, 
112 |bs., dark brown hair and eyes and a brown 
complexion. My nickname is “Robbie” and my 
hobbies are music, writing, sewing and roller 
skating. | am looking forward to receiving let- 
ters and photos and will answer promptly. 

Marva Annette McCloud 
127 South Park St. 
Oberlin, Ohio 


[ am going to be on my 22nd years after six 
months’ time, which is August 18. I am un- 
married. | am with good health and body. I 
um working as a passenger agent in this 
country, for Ethiopian Airlines. I have a fu- 
ture ambition of going to the United States to 
take a course on art (drawing and painting) 
of which I have a little knowledge. I am re- 
questing more friends from the United States 
to correspond with me, and will answer all 
letters promptly. 

Getahun Mehretu 
Ethiopian Air Lines, Inc. 
P. O. Box 1755 

Addis Ababa, Ethiopia 


Will you please accept me as a Pen Pal 
member. I would like to correspond with 
American girls between the ages of 22 and 23. 
! am a Dutch boy and 24 years old, and doing 
my duty in the Royal Netherlands Army. My 
hobbies are football, fishing, swimming and 
driving cars. My plans are to keep my English 
and later to come to the States. 

Wally van Someren 
Jan Eisinga Street 35 
Gorredijk (fr.) 
Holland 


| desire to hear from young ladies all over 

the world. They must be serious minded and 

have a definite goal in mind. I am 25, light 

brown complexion, slender build and single. I 

have a liberal education, am the quick type 

and enjoy any clean enjoyment that others en- 

joy. | am very easy to make friends and agree- 

able. I will answer all letters and exchange 
photos 

Steve Triondos 

c/o N. Warrne 

6049 Woodlawn 

Chicago 37, Ill. 


! am a college student here from India and 
find myself a very lonely fellow. I am seeking 
new friends, especially in the Chicago area. 
[ am 24, 5’ 104%”, olive complexion and have 
a pleasing personality. Presently I am writing 
a book on the American Negro which I soon 
hope to publish. I wish only to hear from the 
sincere 

Mohatma Shabba 
359 E. 60th Street 
Chicago 37, Illinois 


| enjoy TAN very much and would like to 
become a Pen Pal and correspond with boys 
and girls between the ages of 17 and 25. My 
hobbies are reading, music, dancing and cook- 
ing. | am 17, 5’ 6” and weigh 180 lbs., with 
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PERN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


black hair, brown eyes and a medium brown 
complexion. I will gladly exchange all photos. 
Marian Montgomery 

1516 Stone Street 

Mobile 17, Ala. 


I am a soldier in the Army and am stationed 
at Fort Richardson, Alaska. I have been here 
for the past six months and haven’t been able 
to get anyone to write to me, and would en- 
joy hearing from someone in the States. | am 
6’ 2”, black curly hair and weigh 200 lbs. I 
play basketball and like all kinds of jazz 
music, especially Louis Armstrong. | would 
like to correspond with girls between the ages 
of 17 and 22. I intend to stay in the Army and 
would enjoy hearing from anyone in the 
vicinity of Fort Jackson, S. C., where I am to 
be stationed after I leave Alaska. Would like 
also to hear from someone who lives in the 
vicinity of Hammond, La., which was my home 
before I came in the Army. Will answer all 
letters and exchange photos if necessary. 

lonesome soldier, 

Robert S. Booth 

Co. A, Ist Bat. Gp., 23rd Inf. 
APO 949, Seattle, Wash. 


I am a constant reader of your magazine and 

I think it is great. I enjoy reading the stories 

and I especially enjoy the Pen Pal page, and 

would ‘like to become a member of your club. 

I am 21, 5’ 3”, light medium brown complexion, 

dark brown eyes and long black hair. | would 

like to correspond with Negro servicemen 

(non-Catholic) between the ages of 22 and 27, 

who are interested in marriage. I am very 
lonely. 

Miss Ruth Mangum 

304 Burway 

Dundalk, Md. 


I am a fan of your magazine and am in- 
terested in having new friends, so I decided to 
write your Pen Pal column. I am 20, 5’ 4” and 
weigh 160 lbs. I ain interested in hearing from 
young men, regardless of race, and I[ will 
gladly answer all letters received. 

Ruby Brown 
5 Gold Street 
Kingston, P. O. 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I have been a TAN fan for about three years 
and now that I am in the Army | find it most 
interesting and timely. I think the Pen Pal 
column is the most and would like you to pub- 
lish this letter so that I may become a member 
of the club. I would like to correspond with 
girls all over the world and will answer all 
letters and exchange photos if necessary. | am 
20, 6’ and weigh 187. I like dancing and pho- 
tography and all sports, especially basketball 
and swimming. One of my hobbies is collecting 
jazz records and | have about 75 LP’s. 

Sp/3 Joe Keys, RA 14592104 
Btry. “C” 83 FA Bn. 
Fort Bragg, N. C. 


I have been a TAN reader for four years 
and now that I am in the Air Force I find it 
more interesting and timely. I think the Pen 
Pal column is the most and would like for 
you to publish this letter and become a mem- 
ber. I would like to correspond with girls all 


over the world and will answer all letters and 
exchange photos. I am 21 years old, 5’ 9” and 
weigh 158. I like dancing, all sports and 
especially basketball and am also a collector 


of jazz. 
A/3C Leroy Brown, AF14601132 
4900th Food Serv. Squadron 
Kirtland, AFB 
Albuquerque, N. M. 
| am interested in corresponding with 


servicemen in all branches of the services and 
would like to become a member of your Pen 
Pal Club. I have medium brown complexion 
dark brown eyes, black hair and weigh 130 
lbs. My measurements are 36-24-38 and I’m 5’ 
4” tall. | would like to hear from men 18 and 
up. I am very interested in sports of all types. 
I have been a TAN reader for three years and 
will gladly exchange all photos. 
Daisy Lee Johnson 
701 Sandals Place, N. E. 
Canton, Ohio 


I am a girl who has been reading your in- 
teresting TAN stories and would like to be- 
come a member of your Pen Pal Club, as I 
would like to make friends all over the world, 
especially those in the Air Force. I am a 
senior in high school, 17 years old, medium 
brown complexion, black hair and eyes, 5’ 7” 
and weigh 135 lbs. I am planning to enter the 
Air Force next summer and hope to make 
friends as soon as I enter. Would like very 
much to correspond with young people who 
are already in the Air Force and will exchange 


photos if necessary. 
Ethelene Scott 


Route 2, Box 97 
Opelika, Ala. 


I am an ardent reader of your famous TAN 
Magazine and find it very interesting. I would 
appreciate it very much if you would publish 
my name in your Pen Pal column. I am very 
lonely, living here in England, as I have no 
friends. I find no interest at the close of day, 
but having Pen Pals to hear from would be 
a wonderful way to spend an evening. I am a 
Jamaican, 30 years old, 5’ 7” and weigh 135 
Ibs., and a Negro. I would appreciate hearing 
from men and women in the States and other 
places, and I will answer all letters. 

Gladys W. Willis 
16 Great Freeman Street 
Nottingham, England 


I would like to become a member of your 
Pen Pal Club. I have already written to more 
than 20 of the so-called lonely people request- 
ing pals in your magazine but so far have not 
received the first answer. I have also sent 
photos. I don’t claim to be lonely, I only want 
sincere friends in other parts of the world. 
I am 18 years old, 5’ 6” and weigh 130 lbs. 
I am of light tan complexion, red hair, black 
eyes and my measurements are 34-24-34. I 
would like to hear from servicemen beiween 
the ages of 19 and 29, and from young girls 
of the same age. I like music and am planning 
to study nursing in September. 

Rosie Lee Bryant 
71 Alger Street 
Detroit 2, Mich. 
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By Eve Lynne 

Dear EVE: 


I’m in love with and engaged to 
a fellow in the Navy. I spend all of my 
time writing but he doesn’t seem to care 
and won’t answer. Should I keep writ- 
ing to him or forget about him? My 
time is precious too, and I can use it on 
someone else. 


H.A.M. 


Nou! Eauon, 


Dear H.A.M.: 

Go to it! 
Dear Eve: 

I am a mother of three fine children. 
My husband loves them very much, and 
we have been married ten years. My 
husband is good at paying bills and 
helping me at home with the household 
work. Still, he has admitted having af- 
fairs with at least five women and when 
he drinks he argues and beats me in 
the face. Everyone tells me that he is 
good and I'll never find another man as 
good as he. 

Do you think this is true? I am con- 
sidered a very attractive girl when my 
face isn’t battered in. 

Mrs. J.R. 
Dear Mrs. J.R.: 

Evidently you haven’t forgiven him 
for when you forgive, you forget! You 
haven’t forgotten, so he probably drinks 
to forget. 

Personally, | wouldn't listen to any 
more of his confessions. He’s merely 
placing his guilt burdens on your shoul- 
ders and as for your batterings, buy 
a pair of boxing gloves and tell your 
mate the next time the fight starts you're 
calling in the police to referee. 
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Dear Eve: 

I have tried very hard to solve my 
problem, but I can’t seem to find a way. 
Will you please help me? 

My husband and I have been married 
five years now. We married very young. 
I was seventeen, and he was in his twen- 
ties. We had known each other four 
months before then. I was very sure I 
loved him, but five months after our 
marriage, I realized I didn’t love him: 
I have tried hard to be a good wife to 
him, for he truly loves me. I thought I 
could grow to love him, but I can’t. The 
only reason I have stayed with him is 
because I believe in God. When we 
were put together, it was meant until 
death do us part. So I must continue to 
make him happy, but it is so miserable, 
mostly because I have no real love for 
him. 

Mrs. M.T. 
Dear Mrs. M.T.: 

My advice to you is to stay with your 
husband. It was your decision to marry. 
Stick to it. Someday you will learn re- 
ceiving is not nearly so important as 
giving. Seventeen is very young to 
marry, and you're probably still thinking 
of the fun and freedom you missed. 


Germicidal protection! Norforms are 


safer and surer than ever! A highly perfected 
new formula releases antiseptic and germi- 
cidal ingredients right in the vaginal tract. 


ny ie 


E/ fj Just mail this coupon to Dept. T-810 


The exclusive new base melts at body tem- 
perature, forming a powerful protective 
film that permits long-lasting action. Will 
not harm delicate tissues. 


2. Deodorant protection! Norforms 
were tested in a hospital clinic and found 
to be more effective than anything it had 
ever used. Norforms are deodorant—they 
eliminate (rather than cover up) embarrassing 
odors, yet have no “medicine” or “disin- 
fectant” odor themselves. 

3. Convenience! These small vaginal sup- 
positories are so easy and convenient to use. 
Just insert—no apparatus, mixing or meas- 
uring. They’re greaseless and they keep in 
any climate. Your druggist has them in 
boxes of 12 and 24. Also available in Canada. 


Tested by doctors ... proved in hospital clinics 


FREE informative Norforms booklet 





Norwich Pharmacal Company, Norwich, N. Y. 


Please send me the new Norforms 
booklet, in a plain envelope. 
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Pills, brews, hormones, spices—are ‘there 
any man-made miracles to help that sag- 
ging libido and return the spark of youth? 





THE 
TRUTH ABOUT 
LOVE POTIONS 


“—_ BECAUSE THERE’S SNOW ON THE ROOF doesn’t mean there’s no 
fire in the furnace,” quipped a gray-headed Chicago bookkeeper to his 
comely young companion on a coffee break. 

She giggled defensively, trying hard neither to betray consent nor resentment. 
The bookkeeper rambled on, banking heavily on the reputation he had built up 
as a ladies’ man at his company office. To hear him talk, girls were forever run- 
ning through his mind—they didn’t dare walk. He was the sort of fellow who 
could make even the raising of an eyebrow seem like an indecent exposure. His 
female companion fidgeted nervously. Actually, however, she had nothing to 
fear, for the bookkeeper was as sexually impotent as a newborn baby. 

Behind his formidable masculine front lay the fear that his perpetual day- 
dream of youth and sin would never again become a reality. Desperately he 
perused stacks of girlie magazines, searching out advertisements about a variety 
of exotic sex drugs. He was an easy prey to their suggestions that most fiftyish 
men like himself were not the he-men they once were, and needed an aphrodisiac 
like a sick man needs a dose of salts. The bookkeeper believed the glib promises 
to restore dying sexual powers, make men out of boys, send new sap coursing 
into age-worn veins. It was not incredible to him that an 80-year-old man, nour- 
ished on a sex drug, had married his 21-year-old sweetheart and later fathered 
six children. So the bookkeeper cornered an ample supply of the sex hormone. 
testosterone. Two years later he was dead from cancer of the prostate gland. 

His death from the effects of testosterone, a crystalline substance made arti- 
ficially from bull tests, was almost inevitable. Like most men in the evening of 
life, the bookkeeper harbored dormant cancer cells in his prostate gland. The 
powerful testosterone had roused these sleeping cancer cells, paving the way 
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2203 BUDDING BEAUTY 

Blossom out in this outstand 

eation in rayon satin! 

hable overskirt in nylon 

has satin waistband with 

ed buttons. Wear with or 

yout hostess shirt. Really 

dresses in one! Black 
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22847 CLINGING = 

Seductive scooped neck glam- 

our for you in softest alone 

Arnel jersey. Hundreds of per- 
Huge 

arms in careless abandon. 

Matched contour belt elasti- 
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The most perfect sweater bra 
you've ever seen is designed 
to point up bosom glory with 
gloriously high points’ Youth- 
ful support and comfort as- 
sured by finest quality satin 
Lastex. Colorful daisies peek 
through sheer Nylon marqui 
sette at top of bust. Peek-a-boo 
straps between busts. Notice 
specially designed low back 
Perfect “all purpose’ bra’ 
White only Sizes 32-36A. 32 
38B, 32-40C-cup $3.95 
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EVERY PENNY REFUNDED IF NOT 100% SATISFIED / 


ALL NYLON Auto Seat Cover! 
- saenadbeny® «they OUGH' i or oe 


Tacks or Nails Needed. 

ANTEES TO FIT OR MONEY 

SACK WITHIN 10 DAYS! 
} eae segs ig he in 


jour. for 
Folding ‘an ba and 
for Either 

Front or og Seats. 
Price ONWLY $2.98 
For Front Split Or 
Solid Seat and ONLY 
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close & for Posta; 
= Dept. N-312Prepaid Or Shipped COD. 
CRYDER SALES CORP. BOX 79, WHITESTONE S7, N. Y. 
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WANTS A BABY. 


Doctor's Invention Gives New Help 


Any woman now gets her own special S davowhon she will 
be most likely to Sooome proms 2 Doctor’s won- 
derfal invention called ADVIS-A “GUIDE. oo DVIS- 
A-GUIDE (which is a purse-size automatic indicator) quickly 
shows you your own special days amon yoneresset likely 
to be fertile. Most important—these fertile days of 
yours are the only days when you weil | most eh manana 
ceive a child. And you get these s ‘ertile days of you 
easily and simply when you use AD ao pt pon Bestof all 
Doctors and the Church ap nd recom 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE principle. Many women hove told ane their 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make thelr married life a 
very happy time. Wty Tg you get 
t with 300% st send me your 
name and address with 25¢ in coins or stampa. When postman 
delivers your ADVIS-A-GUIDE — sent you in a plain package 
marked personal and complete with simple instructions—pay 
only $1.75 plus postage on this 2 > money-back an- 
tee: Use your ADVIS-A-GUIDE for 10 ave. If youare not 
completely satistied—if you are not delighted with the way it 
helps you in your age relations —return it to me. I'll 
send your full purchase price right back to ict _ 
mall. (You can save 42c postage by ating all wee 
$2 in cash or money order or ots oy —_ write bd on 
Because then | pay all postage.) W 


Mrs. J. L. Fredericks, Director, Dept. S40 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 Gth Ave., New York 18, 1.Y. 
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into DOLLARS! 


NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
‘yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from. 


NORDYKE Music Publishers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28F, Caiif. 


PSALM Prayer CANDLE 


Light this curious Candie, be amazed, thrilled, 
fascinated to see a Psalm Prayer Number 
creeping out! Each Candie has different sets 
of {2 secret 3 figure Psalm Numbers, each 
hidden Number is different. Pray for be a 
desires with this strange Candie! The Nu 


Money Back Guaranteed! 
Dept. Z P.S. BUREAU CO. Box 72, 
n. P. O., BROOKLYN, N. Y. 


~ Shrinks Hemorrhoids 


New Way Without Surgery 


Stops Itch—Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a | 
new healing substance with the astonishing | 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. | 

In case after case, while gently relieving | 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a | 
problem!” | 

The secret is a new healing substance | 
(Bio-Dyne* )—discovery of a world-famous | 
research institute. 

This substance is now available in sup- 
pository or ointment form under the name 
Preparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee. Reg. U.S. Pat. Oif 


LOVE POTIONS 


for death. The ironic fact was that no 
amount of testosterone could have made 
a great lover out of him in the first place, 

Nor can Spanish Fly, one of the mos 
potent aphrodisiacal drugs ever discoy. 
ered in the five-thousand year history of 
lust-provoking research. Brewed from 
the bodies of beetles killed in vinegar 
fumes and ground to a fine powder, it 
has no direct action on the genital or. 
gans but by irritation sets up excite 
ment and stimulation. 

Such was the case recently at 2 
wealthy Scarsdale, N. Y., ranch party. 
College kids and their dates, home for 
the holidays, danced to records, hoisted 
— glasses of an innocent-tasting fruit 
punch that filled a cut-glass punch bowl 
on the sideboard. Then lightning struck. 

One lovely young girl, sparking in 
side, stopped talking. With her lips 
curled back over her pretty teeth, beads 
of perspiration popping out on her fore 
head, she clenched and unclenched her 
hands, dug her nails into the sleeve of 
the tall boy waiting impatiently next to 
her. “Take me,” she whispered. “Take 
me anywhere. Now!” 

He obliged, steering her out of the 
room to a protective swarth of bushe 
on the darkened lawn. But they were 
not alone. Other couples had also gotten 
the liquid message. Before evening was 
over the ranch house had turned intos 
milling kaleidoscope of police, a 
guished parents and screaming git 
And all because some fiendishly practi 
cal joker had spiked the punch with 
jigger of Spanish Fly. 

Actually, however, sex drive is mote 
dependent on a proper balance in the 
body chemistry than on imbibed s 
drugs. For unless the various endocrine 
glands function efficiently, even desi 
will be lost. Desire, contrary to popular 
belief, does not originate in the brais 


or in the (Continued on Page 6) 





Men v2 Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 

looking for something that would 

glorify your hair and give it 

more beautiful and glamorous 

appearance, RAVEEN may be the 

answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 

to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 

helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer. 


Mail coupon for no risk offer! 





SSS SS SSS SSS BSE See ee 


BL RRAVEEN bept. 1-10 
Honey back qu arantee 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


: Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- }4/ = risk offer. 

tions. If not completely satisfied, re- | CI enclose $1.20 C Send C.0.D. plus postage 
turn unused portion of jar and full 
purchase price will be immediately | 
refunded. Ba) Address 
City State. 


Name 














Lo eu enenenaneeenennnnneanEnenenaseebandseenenal 


11 





: ee ee a 
Be terete 
: a RADE oN 


Dishes, baby diapers and sewing machines 


—that was all married life was. 


Why couldn’t my sister understand that? 
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M AYBE IT WAS THE WAY THE DAY STARTED that had me in the mood 
+ I was in when Eleanor got here that afternoon. Arthur got up grumpy, com- 
plaining that his eggs were too soft and his shirt collar too starchy. 

“Listen,” I said, bristling right back at him, “you were the one who said you 
wanted your work clothes creased and pressed just so. It takes starch for that.” 

(rthur apologized, but the damage had been done. Sometimes I thought he cared 
more about his appearance on that job as foreman of the machine shop than he 
cared about me. 

It was two hours later that Eleanor called with the news that Roy had asked her 
to marry him—and she had said yes. Eleanor, the kid sister I had practically raised 
and worked to send to school and skimped to buy her music lessons. Eleanor, who 
| had sworn would not end up washing and ironing and cooking and old before 
her time—like Mama before us—trying to raise a family. 

| hadn’t had much choice. Papa died of tuberculosis when we were all just kids 
and fast as we got old enough to go to work we quit school. All but Eleanor. She 
was the youngest and the prettiest—and the one with the talent. She sang and 
played the piano so beautifully it almost made you cry. We had all said that she 
deserved the best education and training she could get, but all of a sudden George 
was married and had a family of his own to support and Fred and Bobby were in 
the Army, so there was nobody to pay the bills for Eleanor but me. But it was worth 
it, because she had a bright future before her. 

Unlike Eleanor, I didn’t have real beauty or talent, and when Arthur came along 
and wanted to marry me, even with the understanding I would go on working and 
paying for Eleanor’s education, I knew it was my only chance for security. Maybe 
I should be absolutely truthful and admit I was pretty much in love with Arthur. 
Except for my brothers, he was the first real man in my life, and maybe it was just 
that his gentle kindness and understanding beneath the tough, male exterior is the 
kind of thing a girl misses when she doesn’t have a father. 

At any rate, within a year after I met him, Arthur and | were married, but nothing 
changed in my plans for Eleanor until six months later, when I became pregnant. 
At first, | was in a fit of despair. It was ironic, me meeting just the sort of fate | 
was trying to save Eleanor from. But Eleanor did not share my bitterness. 

“I think it’s wonderful, Grace,” she said. 

“But don’t you understand, baby,” I complained. “I'll have to quit working, and 
you're still studying music and—” 

“But I can work part-time now that I’m _ out of regular school,” Eleanor cut it. 
“Seventeen is old enough for a girl to quit sponging off her folks anyway.” 

That had been four years and two children ago. Eleanor had gone on working 
and studying, and | had gone on raising a family—Billy, almost three and a-half. 
and Cheryl, not quite one. 

But now, just as Eleanor was really ready to begin her career on the concert stage. 
she was talking about marrying some fool boy who would do nothing but tie her 
down, enslave her to sinks, washtubs, ironing boards, mops and dustpans. Well, 
we would just see about that! Eleanor was still my kid sister, and she had always 
listened to me. She would listen to me now. 

| was trying to get the house in order before she arrived, cleaning up the kitchen. 
picking up Billy’s junk out of the living room and making the beds. Then. only 
minutes after | got the kitchen floor scrubbed all spic and span, in trampled Billy 
and his four-year-old buddy, Jimmy, through the back door. The mud from the 
fresh fall rains clung heavily to their shoes, smearing the floor in ugly patches with 
their every step. 

“Billy!” I shricked. “You and Jimmy back out of here this very minute! Don't 
you see you're messing up my clean floor.” 

They stopped in their tracks, looking puzzled. 

“But we're only coming in for peanut butter and jelly sandwiches, Mama,” Billy 
explained. 

“No!” IT said sharply. “Out both of you. Move!” 

Jimmy turned and scampered for the door. Billy gave me a little hurt look 
briefly, then quickly followed him outside. I grabbed a mop and went to work on 
the mud tracks, mumbling complaints aloud to myself as | worked. This was what 
Eleanor was talking about giving up everything for. 
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PITTSBURGH 
PURCHASING AGENT 
CAN'T RISK 
HIS FIRM’S MONEY... 


THE BRANDS YOU SEE ADVERTISED IN THIS MAGAZINE ARE NAMES YOU CAN TRUST! 
BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION, INC. « 437 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N. Y. 


POEMS 


Wanted to be set to music. 

* by America’s Largest Song Studio. 

Send Poems. Immediate consideration. 
Records M 
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FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 228 BEACON BLOG. BOSTON, MASS 











SUBSCRIBE TO TAN 
TODAY 

















DRUG STORE 
BEAUTY SHOPS 
BARBER SHOPS 


STOP HAIR 
BREAKING OFF 


Thousands get grand re- 
sults with Shim. Helps 
prevent dry, brittle falling 
Hair, dandruff, itchy scalp 
from external causes. Con- 
tains sulphur, lanolin, 
olive oil. Guaranteed 
to ag or money 
ack, Only 90¢ 
at druggists everywhere 
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SHIM- Box 69, Sheepshead Bay, Bklyn 35,N.Y. 
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DREAM-WORK perfume 


for Many SPECIAL PURPOSES 


DREAM-WORK Is a POWERFUL 
and UNUSUAL saortctangtte 
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to yeu? Tt Then wit DREAM-WORK 
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Rush DREAM-WORK perfume with free directions | 
that show me wee for best effects—and in full | 

size beautiful jeweled bottle. If not delighted—I get full 

refund of purchase price whe: in 10 days. 

O I enclose $3 in cash, money-order or check. You pay 


O Send C.0.D. I'll pay postman $3 plus 42c postage. 











Ungrateful Wife 


Thirty minutes later the doorbell rang 
and there stood Eleanor, laughter in her 
eyes, a smile on her face, and youth and 
beauty in every movement. She fairly 
danced into the room and kissed me on 
the cheek. 

“Well.” I said, settling her down, 
“aren’t we the happy one.” 

“‘Weren’t you happy when you were 
marrying Arthur?” she bubbled. 

[ hadn’t intended to get down to the 
unpleasantness so soon. 

“Was 1?” I asked in a voice tighter 
than I had anticipated. 

“Of course,” she said. “I remember. 
Oh, and don’t give me that hurt, be 
trayed look. I know this isn’t exactly 
what you had figured on when you were 
spending your hard-earned money on 
me all these years, but I do love Jimmy 
so, and I’ll be very happy.” 

“Sure,” I said. “You'll be happy 
now, and happy when you're picking 
out your wedding dress and happy 
those first few days when everything is 
new and exciting and magical and ro- 
mantic. You'll be very happy then. But 
what about later, Eleanor?” Tears 
flooded into my eyes as I talked. “Later 
when it’s cooking and sewing and wash- 
ing and ironing and babies and not 
enough sleep. Later when a kiss doesn't 
set the two of you afire because he’s too 
busy and you're too tired. Later when 
movies and dances and shopping trips 
have to be figured in with baby sitters 
and the family budget. Oh, Eleanor, no, 
no! Not you.” 

“Grace, you don’t mean it.” Eleanor 
said, reaching out to put her hand on 
mine. 

“Don’t 1?” I snapped. “I just wish 
[ had your looks and your talent. | 
wouldn’t think of saddling myself 
down—” 

“Oh, Grace, stop it,” Eleanor said. “I 
have a nice voice and I play the piano 
rather well. So do thousands of other 
girls. Sure, it was fun dreaming while 
the dream lasted, but I’ve been studying 
long enough now to be realistic. The 
sort of thing you and Mama wanted m 
to do is just beyond me.” 

“Beyond (Continued on Page 10) 
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By Margo Hughes 
RROLL GARNER, the No. 1 


jazz pianist of the world, has 
never owned a piano. But now that 
he is settled in his New York pent- 
house, he has finally ordered his first 
set of 88’s ... 
conditioning unit. For playing cool 


with a built in air- 
music, of course. 


An Oklahoma oil heiress flew 
jazz organist Bill Doggett and his 
band out to play for a lavish party at her Pennsylvania estate. Cause for the cele- 
bration was finalization of her sixth divorce. 


Erroll Garner Hazel Scott 


Rio de Janeiro society flipped over singer Diahann Carroll, whose per- 
formances at the plush Copacabana Palace brought out President Morales of 
Honduras and President Kubitschek of Brazil nightly. One of Rio’s biggest jewelers 
gifted the young singer with a 50-carat aquamarine finger trinket which she 
threatened to return until the generous donor explained that his wife had selected 
the gift and would be heartbroken if she refused. 


Harry Belafonte is making plans 

for the second motion picture which 

his independent company, HarBel 

Productions, will produce, and in 

which he'll star, of course. He hopes 

to sign Shelley Winters, along with 

Richard Widmark and Lloyd Nolan, 

a couple of Hollywood bad guys, for 

Ad 4 featured roles in the story, which is 

Diahann Carroll all about a bank hold-up. Meanwhile, 

Harry, and another equally celebrated singer, Johnny Mathis, spent the month of 
June recording Christmas albums. 


Harry Belafonte 


Hazel Scott, pianist wife of Harlem Congressman Adam Clayton Powell, 
now living and working in Paris, is currently busy with her second picture role in a 
French gangster opus Une Balle Poir Le Canon. She sings a couple of songs. too. 


New York dancer, Louis Johnson, a member of the Broadway company 
of Damn Yankees, was brought to Hollywood to do the famed baseball ballet, Shoe- 
less Joe, in the Warner Bros.’ screen 

version of the hit musical. 


Walter Nicks, dance captain of 
the Jamaica chorus, took a company 


of dancers recruited from the show 

on an engagement at the San Juan, 

Puerto Rico, Caribe Hilton during 

the show’s summer vacation. Fea- 

tured star (Continued on Page 57) ; 
Harlean Harris 





SURENESS 


yours... because 
you use “Lysol”! 


There’s a certain sense of fresh, 
sweet cleanliness that only “Lysol” 


brings. 


That’s why millions of women 
douche with it regularly. 


They know that “Lysol” brand 
disinfectant keeps you from offend- 
ing ... ends odor by killing odor- 


causing germs. 


They know that new, milder 
“Lysol” can’t harm you. 


No home-style douche, including 
vinegar, can do the job that “Lysol” 
does. Use it regularly, and be sure 
of your daintiness. 


For free booklet 
(mailed in plain en- 
velope) on doctor-ap- 
proved methods of 
douching, write to: 
“Lysol,” Bloomfield, 
N. J., Dept. T-1058. 


BRAND DISINFECTANT 


A Lehn & Fink Product Also available in Canada 








Him 


vasn't right to try 
| him—me a divorcée 
two growing chil- 
id him a young man 


ly in his prime 








REMEMBER when Alice Forsythe, 

who lived in our neighborhood, mar- 
ried a man who was eight years younger 
than she and only ten years older than 
her twins. And | remember that | joined 
with the rest in criticizing her. 

“IT just can’t understand it.” | shook 
my head as I talked about it over the 
clothesline with my next-door neighbor. 
“Alice gets her check from Social Se- 


curity, and has a part-time job. She 


I stood there, feeling his lips 
lightly against mine, and won- = : 
dering if I were falling in love. self. Tom had enough insurance to pay 

off the loan on the house, and leave a 


can surely support the children and her- 


good amount in the bank.” 

“I know.” Genevieve Fry agreed. “I 
could understand it if she married some- 
one her own age. Still, maybe it’s hard 
to find someone your own age when you 
get past thirty.” 

“Past thirty? Alice is as old as I am. 
She’s thirty-five or thirty-six. We were 
in the same grade. And this man she 
married can’t be over twenty-seven.” 

“Just twenty-seven, I believe. Jay and 
Joan are sixteen, almost seventeen. She 
sure can't say she’s marrying to give 
them a father,” Genevieve said. “I’d sure 
be afraid to risk something like that.” 

I agreed with Genevieve. My oldest 


~~ 
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child, Marsha, was eleven, and Dickie 


P/ 
v 


? 
/ 
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was eight. Tom and I were on the verge 
of separation, just as we had been for 


by: 
dé 
A/ - 


six years. But I’m sure neither he nor 
I really thought it would ever become 
reality. And certainly I was sure I would 
never re-marry. 


Li 


I forgot about Alice and her younger 
husband in the months that followed 
her marriage. I had far too many prob- 
lems of my own; I found out Tom had 
been going with a much younger girl, 
for a long time. Long enough that she 
was going to have his child. I had heard 
things—you do, in a town like Cameron 
where everyone knows everyone else, 
and all their affairs. 

When Helen Victor came to see me, 
though, it wasn’t just hear say. She was 
obviously pregnant, and she presented 
facts that made me believe her story 
that Tom was the father. Nor did Tom 
deny it when he came home that night. 

“I didn’t want her to come here,” he 
said. “I told her she could go away 
some place, and they would take care of 
the baby.” 

If I had any love left for Tom, after 
the turmoil and doubts of the past 
years, that finished it. He had never 
taken too much interest in our two chil- 
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dren. He seemed only to tolerate them, 
never give them the love and under- 
standing they deserved from a father. 
And he resented their claims on me. 

But to hear him admit the child Helen 
Victor was going to have in three 
months was his, and in the same breath 
say he had tried to get her to arrange 
to give the child away, was too heart- 
le [ told him to pack his things, and 
it was a relief to see him go. 

[t made a problem, though. The judge 
awarded me twenty dollars a week sup- 
port money, the house and furniture, 
ind ruled that Tom should continue to 


keep up hospitalization insurance on the 
children. But twenty dollars a week 
sure wouldn’t support the children, 
less me, too. 
[ had to get work. But I didn’t 


kn horthand, and I didn’t have any 
I experience. Besides, I was thirty- 
five years old, and employers usually 

t over thirty” in their require- 


Except the Eagle Yearbook Company. 
[hey preferred older women. I hadn’t 
lered myself an “older” woman, 
<actly, but I needed the job and was 


rlad to get it. 
[he work wasn’t hard, and it was 










very interesting. With four other 
women I checked the pictures and copy 
that came in from the schools for their 
annuals. In between, I did some typing 
and filing. It was a nice place to work, 
clean office space and friendly people. 
I was still in a sort of shock state from 
finding out about Tom and the divorce 
and all, and it was hard for me to enter 
into the usual office chit chat. 

Gradually, though, I eased up. I 
didn’t feel so much labeled, so much an 
object of pity. Many of the people in 
the office had come to Cameron with 
the company when they moved from 
Lansing, Michigan. So they were new 
to town, and local gossip didn’t mean 
much to them. 

The Eagle Company employed four 
correspondents who handled all the cor- 
respondence with the schools, and who 
had the full responsibility for the books. 
Each of us copy checkers worked under 
one of these correspondents. 

The one I worked for, Dave Bricker. 
was a pleasant young man, who cer- 
tainly knew his work. Nothing was too 
trivial for him to explain, or to help 
me with. Sometimes it seemed to me 
that he would surely lose patience with 
me, like when I would forget over and 


over what the charge was when the 
school wanted white lettering on a dark 
background. 

He never did, though, and it was 
pleasant to sit across the table from him, 
sharing the problems of missed dead- 
lines, cut pictures, or missing copy. 

I didn’t think of him in any other 
way, though. I had learned, when he 
had a birthday, that he was twenty-eight 
years old. He acted older, probably be- 
cause he was used to being with older 
people. He had lived at home until four 
years before, when he went to Lansing, 
and in Lansing he lived with an aunt 
and uncle, both in their sixties. 

Here in Cameron he lived alone in a 
one-room apartment, and his landlady 
was an elderly woman who had turned 
her large house into apartments when 
her husband died, so she wouldn’t be a 
burden on her children, and wouldn’t 
be alone. She had one of the six young 
men who rented from her to supper at 
least once every two weeks. 

By Christmas I was beginning to feel 
alive again. I didn’t miss Tom—there 
had been too much between us that was 
unpleasant to allow any memories that 
pulled. I didn’t see him, or Helen, but 
I had heard that they were married, and 


Our romance had started 
in the office, hadn’t it? 
What was to keep some 
younger girl from taking 
my place when my back 


was turned? 
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do 
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my 


their baby was a boy. I didn’t want to 
see them, and while Tom had visiting 
privileges with the children, he never 
used them. They hadn’t seen him since 
he left, in August. They didn’t want to. 

But Christmas is a time for nostalgia, 
and while I didn’t miss Tom or want 
him to share Christmas with us, I missed 
the sharing of the holiday we had never 
had, but which I had always dreamed 
of. We had our tree, but it wasn’t deco- 
rated yet, five days before Christmas. 

“How come you haven’t decorated 
it?” Dave asked, one morning when we 
had been talking about Christmas. “We 
always had ours done at least a week 
before Christmas.” 

“We just haven’t done it,” I answered. 
“I don’t trust myself to put it in the 
stand so it will be straight. I keep think- 
ing my uncle will get in to do it, but he’s 
been very busy.” 

“Do you have the stand?” he asked. 

“Yes. It’s one of those that holds 
water and there are screws that hold 
the trunk.” 

“I know the kind,” Dave nodded. 
“Tl drop by this evening and put it 
up for you.” 

“That would be fine, Dave,” I told 
him. “The children will be tickled. If 
it won't be too much trouble.” 

“No trouble at all,” he grinned. “I 
miss the holiday preparations. It will 
be the first Christmas I haven’t gone 
home.” 

“Can’t you go?” 

He shook his head. “No. My brother 
only gets the one day off, and he’s going 
to drive over for Christmas dinner with 
the folk. But he will be off a week, 
starting two days before New Years, so 
I’m going to go home then, so we can 
all have a longer visit.” 

“You'll miss them.” 

“T sure will,” he sighed. “Won’t seem 
much like Christmas.” 

“We'll be alone, too,” I spoke impul- 
sively, feeling sorry for him. “Why 
don’t you eat with us, if you don’t 
already have something planned.” 

“You mean it?” he sounded happy. 
“Td love it.” 

So Dave put the tree in its stand, then 
helped Marsha and Dickie trim it. After 
the children went to bed, I made a pot 
of coffee and Dave and I watched the late 
picture, which we enjoyed so much. 

I enjoyed Christmas Day, too, with 
Dave. So did the children. He helped 


Dickie set up his train, and played 
monopoly with Marsha, and then we 
had a cold supper of turkey slices, cran- 
berry sauce, celery, bread and hot 
coffee. Afterwards, Dave dried the 
dishes and then took us out to see the 
decorated homes. 

There was no hint of anything date- 
like in that day, though. Dave was a 
lonely young man who couldn’t go 
home for Christmas and the children 
and I were a family learning to live 
without part of that family. The chil- 
dren liked Dave, feeling easy with him. 
Dave could talk to them about things 
they liked, and actually seemed to en- 
joy it. 

It didn’t make any difference in our 
relations at the office. I still forgot 
some of the special charges, and Dave 
still patiently explained to me. No one 
in the office commented on his spend- 
ing the day with us, if they even knew 
it. And I saw no more in it, even though 
Dave sent flowers the next day to thank 
me for the dinner. 


|b apie WENT HOME for four days, 
New Year’s, and the work 
piled up. I had to work overtime, and 
when he came back, so did he. I had a 
used car, not much to look at but it 
meant transportation to and from work. 
Dave offered to pick me up when we 
went back at night, saying it was foolish 
for both of us to drive out. I was glad. 
I hated driving at night. 
Working at night was a loi different 
from daytime. The office was quiet, with 


over 


a sort of eerie quality, since only part 
of the lights were on. Dave sighed, that 
first night, when he sat down at his desk 
and contemplated the pile of correspond- 
ence he had to catch up on. 

“Think you can handle all the check- 
ing?” he asked. “If I dictate twenty 
letters tonight, fifty tomorrow with all 
the other problems, I'll still be behind. 
But I can’t work tomorrow night, and 
things won’t ease up for several weeks.” 

“I think so.” I looked at the high 
piled folders of copy on the rack. I 
could check around two hundred pages 
of copy and pictures a day. There must 
be five days work right there, and an- 
other deadline in ten days, with copy 
coming in on every day in between, as 
some schools sent copy late, and others 
jumped the deadline, hoping to gain a 
few days on their delivery dates. 

We worked steadily, and it was sur- 








prising how much we got done. At nine 
Dave put the speaker of his dictaphone 
in place and stretched. “Let’s call it a 
day, Pat. Or a night.” 

I finished counting the pictures in my 
hand. “Suits me,” I said. “I’ve checked 
twenty multiples.” There were eight 
pages in a multiple, and we’d been work- 
ing just a little over an hour and a half. 

“Good girl!” he grinned. “For that 
I'll buy you a hamburger.” 

“Sounds delicious, Dave. But I should 
get home as soon as I can. Mrs. Dugan 
wanted to leave by nine-thirty.” 

“Then we'll get the hamburgers and 
take them home.” He stood up. “Okay?” 

I was hungry, and tired, but not 
sleepy. It sounded good to me. We got 
the hamburgers, with everything on 
them, and two cans of cold beer. We 
didn’t even turn on the TV, while we 
ate them, but just sat there and talked, 
until eleven o’clock. I found out Dave 
was a Republican, but sometimes split 
his vote if he knew the man, or liked 
something about him. That he liked 
Schubert, but not Beethoven, that he 
liked musicals, big westerns, and light - 
love stories, but only the less slapstick 
style of comedies. We even liked the 
same authors, and many of the same 
kinds of foods. 

He stood up reluctantly. “If I don’t 
go, neither of us will be worth a dime 
tomorrow, then our work tonight will 
be lost. It’s been fun, Pat.” 

“T’ve enjoyed it, too.” I meant it. I 
couldn’t remember when I’d had such 
a pleasant evening. Work and all. 

“Then how about working again 
Thursday night? I have a meeting to- 
morrow. If we get as much done Thurs- 
day night, we'll take Friday night off 
and see a show? How about it?” 

“I can work Thursday,” I said. “But 
I don’t know about the show.” 

“Why not?” he stood in the hail, 
hand on the door knob. “We're both 
free, over age—what’s to prevent a 
date?” 

“I’m older than you are, Dave, for 
one thing.” 

“So you’re a few years older,” he 
grinned. “You don’t look it, and if I 
don’t mind, why should you?” 

“People would talk.” 

“I doubt it. You just imagine they 
would. And even if they did, talk can’t 
hurt us.” 


“T don’t (Continued on Page 72) 
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self A Ball 


Woody and I were supposed to be playing it for 


kicks, but then he went square on me and being 


married to him was just a drag—a great big fat drag 


**N TAN, that’s wasted!” 

4 I jerked my sweater over my head and smoothed it down over my curves. 
“That’s really wasted,” I repeated, going to the mirror to put on my lipstick. 

“Don’t talk like that, baby,” Woody said. 

I made a V with my two fingers and he fired up a smoke and stuck it between 
them. “How else do you expect me to talk when you start sounding like a square?” 
I snapped. 

“All I asked you to do was stay home tonight,” Woody growled. He lit himself 
a cigarette and blew out a cloud of smoke. 

I turned around slowly, like a fashion model. “Do you dig these slacks?” I asked. 
my eyes daring him to say they were too tight-fitting. 

Woody looked down at his hands. “After all, we’re married now, June.” 

“Like who needed it?” I twirled my dark sunglasses impatiently. “You were the 
one who insisted on making everything nice and legal,” I reminded him. 

“Because | love you,” Woody said evenly. 

[ waved my hand. “All right, so I go for you, too. But I told you before we took 
out the papers, I wasn’t for being tied down.” I started for the door. Woody rushed 
over and grabbed my arm. “I won’t have you hanging around those joints like a 
common barfly,” he grated. “You’re Mrs. Linwood Clarke—my wife!” 

“Big deal! Only the halo that goes with the ‘Mrs.’ doesn’t happen to fit me.” | 
jerked away from him. His jaw tightened, and for a second I thought he would 
let me have one right in the face. Then he seemed to control himself with a great 
effort. 

“June, I’m asking you not to go out tonight,” he said. His voice was low and 
shaking with emotion. “For the last time, I’m asking you.” 

Taking his self-control as a sign of weakness, I shot back, “I hope to God it is 
the last time! You’re beginning to bug me.” 

His eyes seemed to go dead and his shoulders sagged as if I had accused him of 
some awful crime. It was a crime, according to the way I figured then, the way 
Woody had suddenly stopped being fun. I tossed my head, watching the way my 
long pony tail bobbed in the mirror. “This is me—June. Remember?” I said 
lightly. “I’m the same now as I was before. You knew what the score was before 
we got married, Woody—we were going to have ourselves a ball.” 

“But—things are different now,” he said. 

“They sure are!” I said with a sneer. “Six months ago I could walk out of this 
dump without going through a long song and dance about where I was going, what 
I was going to do and with who. That marriage license doesn’t mean you own me.” 

“What does it mean to you, June?” Woody asked, his voice unsteady. “Does it 
mean anything? Don’t you love me any more?” 

[ smiled and shook my head in a gently scolding way. “Don’t you know I do? | 
come home every night, don’t 1?” I went over to him and touched my lips to the 
wrinkles in his forehead. He was still unconvinced. “You’re such a big baby!” 
I bent down and kissed him full on the mouth, sliding my arms around his neck. It 
was still there—the old thrill that raced through me and set every nerve a-tingling. 
It was like it had been the very first time with Woody (Continued on Page 68 ) 
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In Bruce’s arms, I forgot all the things that Mom had told me. I was only aware 


of the reckless mood that swept over me as I thrilled to his touch. Bruce loved 


me—and nothing else in the whole world seemed to matter at all 





I MARRIED 
A STRANGER 


WAS SEVENTEEN WHEN I met tall, handsome, broad-shoul- 

dered Bruce. Being a tall, athletic girl, I was attracted by his size. 
Most of the boys in school made me feel awkward and it was nice to 
look up at Bruce. Mom said I was like my real father, who was killed 
when he jumped from the top span of a bridge on a dare. Both my 
brothers were over six feet and Mom was a little taller than average, 
so it was inevitable I would never be the dainty, petite girl I was in 
my dreams. 

I learned while still in grade school that the only way I could be 
popular was by being extra good in athletics. I never missed any 
of the school events and this worried Mom because I was out so much 
nights. I didn’t have dates. There were too many cute girls in school 
for the boys to take out. So my stepfather, whom I called Pop, took 
me to the games and waited in the car to drive me home. I hated 
this and I guess he knew it, because he never came in to watch a 
game and he loved basketball. 

Sometimes I’d find him asleep in the car and I'd feel guilty, be- 
cause I knew he had worked hard all day and was tired. He worked 
for the city and wore horrid coveralls. I was ashamed of him. 

But I told everyone about my real father, every chance I had. | 
bragged about what a great athlete he was, told of the gold cups anc 
trophies he had won bowling and at track meets. When I was little, 
I used to make Mom tell me stories about him every night. 

During my senior year, | began going to the roller skating rink. 
I was a Roller Derby fan and secretly hoped to skate on the slanted 
track one day. Besides, I felt more at home at the rink, than at the 
parties and dances, where I looked like a tall sunflower in a garden 
of violets. 

That’s where I first saw Bruce. He practiced there every evening 
that he wasn’t skating with his Roller Derby team. His hair was dark 
brown and clipped short, and his brown eyes were the kind that 
seemed to look deep inside a girl. His tall graceful figure was the 
center of all eyes when he was on the floor. I was utterly fascinated 
as I watched him do difficult steps and turns. 

One evening we were changing partners on signal from a caller, 
as dancers do, when | found myself facing Bruce. We skated in si- 
lence for a moment, then he began a few fancy turns. I followed 





him easily. 

His eyes twinkled at me. “You’re good,” he said. “Good enough 
for Roller Derby.” 

“I’m not that good.” I laughed, pleased that he thought so. 

“A few weeks at the training school and you'd be a top defense 
girl. You’ve got the weight and height.” He looked down at me, 
then asked, “What’s your name?” 

“Sue Alexander,” I told him. 

“Mine’s Martin,” he said. 

“T know, Bruce Martin.” 
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I thought of the long, lonely days a 


and felt a numb, empty ache inside. \ 


folk just didn’t understand about Brue 


and me and our desperate need for eag 


other. 


That’s why I made my decisia 


‘Wait for me, Bruce,’ I said when I tel 


phoned. 


| MARRIED A STRANGER 


He grinned showing even white teeth. 
Watch Roller Derby?” 

“Never miss it.” [| assured him. 

We changed partners then and I didn’t 
see him any more that night to talk to. 
But I couldn’t forget his words: “Roller 
lerby, good enough . . .” I dreamed I 
was wearing one of the bright satin uni- 
forms, making brilliant plays to the ap- 
plause of a large audience. 

| couldn’t think of anything else as 
the school year drew to a close. Mom 

xpected me to go to college in the fall, 
but | wanted to earn my own money— 
is a Roller Derby skater. 

“I'd sure like to join a Roller Derby 
team,” | announced casually one morn- 
ng at breakfast. 

“Roller Derby!” Mom 

Whatever put that idea into your 
24 


exclaimed. 


head so all of a sudden?” 

“Several people at the rink have said 
I belonged on a team,” | said, stretching 
it a little. 

“But, Sue, you’d have to travel all 
over the country and we couldn’t do 
that.” 

“I’m not a child, Mom,” I reminded 
her. “I’m past seventeen and I wouldn’t 
expect you to travel with me. I can take 
care of myself.” 

Mom looked more serious than | had 
ever seen her. “You can’t be serious, 
Sue. Besides, as long as you are under 
eighteen, you are still our responsibility.” 

“That’s just what I thought you'd say. 
Skating means everything to me, but you 
don’t care what I want. You can’t run 
my life forever you know. You might as 
well let me start now, because I'll go any- 


‘’m going with yow 


way when I’m eighteen,” I raged. 

Pop, who seldom interfered, spoke up. 
“| don’t think your mother wants to mm 
your life, but she knows you're not olf 
enough to do it yourself. She only wanls 
what’s best for you.” 

“You both want to boss, and I'm sic 
and tired of being bossed.” I grabbed 
my books and went to school, tears o 
anger burning my eyes. I didn’t like 
being nasty to Mom and Pop. but they 
just didn’t understand how I felt abou! 
skating. 

That night at the rink, I practice 
hard until Bruce arrived. | wanted © 
be ready if the opportunity to skate 04 
team should come my way. When Bru 
joined me on the floor, we skated 
gether most of the evening. | was i 
seventh heaven. 
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At first I felt Bruce was interested in 
me only as a possible asset for his team, 
then I began to notice that he was treat- 
ing me like a “person” instead of a pair 
of skates. and my heart was full. For 
once in my life I didn’t feel like an out- 
sider. Gradually he began treating me 
like a girl. One night he invited me to 
watch him skate in a big game. I wore 
the most feminine dress I owned and 
Bruce whistled when [| got into the car. 
But he was tired after the strenuous 
game and disgruntled because his team 
had lost. He dropped me off without 
even a friendly handclasp. 

* [crept softly upstairs. I didn’t want 
to awaken Mom. All I wanted to do was 
bury my head in the pillows and howl 
like a two-year-old. I don’t know what 
] had expected, but surely something 
more than a curt goodnight, I moaned 
into the pillow. Before I slept, I was 
sure of one thing; if my only fun was 
to be in sports. then that’s where | would 
look for it. 

The next night at the rink, I told 
Bruce I had decided to take the Roller 
Derby training, if I could raise the 
money. 

“That’s no problem.” Bruce grinned. 
showing his even white teeth. “If the 
manager of my team OK’s you, and | 
know he will, the schoo! will wait until 
you are earning.” 

I was delirious with joy. | 


talked 


‘nothing but Roller Derby until Mom 


gave up and said | could take the train- 
ing, but that she and Pop would pay for 
it. | hugged her so hard she hollered for 
mercy. I promised them I would pay 
back every cent as soon as I got on the 
team. I began to dream that some day 
Bruce and I would skate as a man and 
wife team. 

When graduation was over I lost no 
time in enrolling in the school. Pop in- 
sisted on driving me there, saying it 
wasn’t safe for girls to be out alone at 
night. Just as though I couldn’t take 
care of myself. Classes were held twice 
a week and the other nights I practiced 
like mad at the rink. 

One evening when Pop had a union 
meeting, I told him I would get someone 
to drive me home, hoping Bruce would 
bethere. He came and I only had to hint 
a little before he offered to drive me 
home. We sat in front of the house and 
talked, mostly about skating. I saw the 
lights go out in Mom’s room, but I knew 
she wouldn’t sleep until | came in. 


“I'd better go,” I said at last. 

The arm Bruce had casually laid on 

the back of the seat. dropped down to my 

shoulders. “What’s your hurry, baby?” 
Leaving the car door ajar, I turned 

to him in astonishment. His arm tight- 

He 


pulled me back down against the steering 


ened, slipped down to my waist. 


wheel, then leaned and kissed me as | 
I could 


feel the strength oozing out of my mus- 


had never been kissed before. 


cles and soon I was returning his kiss 
with a fire I didn’t know I possessed. 

“Whew,” Bruce breathed heavily, “I 
didn’t know you had it in you.” He held 
me tightly, his lips nuzzling my neck. I 
could feel his lean hard body and his 
pounding heart. “You're the most,” he 
said hoarsely. “I could go for you.” 

“You don’t mean that, Bruce, you 
could have all kinds of pretty girls,” I 
said, trying to keep it light. 

“Yeah, but they haven’t got as much 
to offer as you have,” he whispered, run- 
ing one hand down my long body. “We'd 
make a wonderful team.” 

A reckless mood swept me as I thrilled 
to his caress. I forgot the things Mom 
had told me about keeping myself for 
my husband. Bruce loved me, that’s all 
that mattered. 

But my senses returned before it was 
too late. I pushed him away and got out 
of the car shaking all over. I couldn’t 
take any more of that tonight. 

Bruce slid into the seat I had just left 
and leaned out the door. “See you at 
the rink tomorrow night?” 

I nodded, unable to trust my voice. 
Nothing, but nothing could keep me 
away. I undressed in a daze, not hating 
my long body as I usually did. Still 
quivering from the pressure of Bruce’s 
strong arms, I felt loved, desirable. “I’m 
going to marry Bruce.” I told my mirror. 


“ HO BROUGHT you home last 
night?” Mom asked in the morn- 
ing. 

“Can’t someone bring me home with- 
out you wanting to play quiz games?” 
I bristled, wondering underneath why I 
was so edgy. 

“Sue. | was merely interested, not in- 
quisitive,” Mom said calmly. “I know 
you wouldn’t ride with anyone you 
couldn’t tell me about.” 

“Of course not,” I said, feeling guilty, 
because I knew she wouldn’t approve of 
Bruce. “It’s just that I have to report 
every move I make. I came home with 





one of my teammates, Bruce.” 

“We want you to have friends and 
dates,” Mom said with a smile. “Tell me 
about Bruce.” 

I was glad to describe him. Mom lis- 
tened patiently while I raved about his 
good looks. 

“Who are his parents?” Mom asked. 
“Does he live around here?” 

I was stopped cold. I suddenly real- 
ized I didn’t know one single thing about 
him except his name. 

“We haven’t discussed his ancestors, 
but I’ll ask him to look up his family 
tree for you,” I said, bristling again. 

Mom turned away and the look on her 
face made me feel split in two. Half of 
me wanted to put my arms around her 
and tell her I was sorry I had been sassy. 
The other half made me freeze and be 
loyal to Bruce. Knowing who he was or 
where he came from didn’t seem impor- 
tant when I could look into his dark eyes 
and see desire there. Desire for me, who 
had never seen that look in a man’s eyes 
before. 

That night at the rink, Bruce said he 
had made arrangements for me to skate 
during the warm-up period on Saturday. 
My heart danced with excitement. This 
was what | had been wanting, a chance 
to get on the slanted track and show 
Bruce how well I could skate. 

When he honked for me on Saturday, 
at Mom’s suggestion, I went to the door 
and motioned for him to come in. I was 
looking at him through Mom’s eyes as 
he came up the walk. It seemed to me 
he didn’t look quite as sharp as usual. 
His sport shirt was too loud and his 
slacks didn’t seem quite fresh. His flashy 
suede shoes looked out of place on our 
sedate brick walk. 

I couldn’t tell what Mom and Pop 
were thinking as they shook hands with 
Bruce, but I did a slow burn when Mom 
got around to asking Bruce where he 
was from. 

“Be hard to say,” Bruce gave a short 
laugh. “I never stay in one place long 
enough to know where I’m from.” 

I held out my coat to Bruce. “I 
wouldn’t want to miss the warm-up 
period. After all it isn’t every day I 
have a chance to get on the rink.” We 
had plenty of time, but I wanted to get 
him away from Mom’s prying. 

“See you later,” Bruce said over his 
shoulder as we left. I relaxed when we 
were away from the house and chattered 
with an unusual (Continued on Page 58 ) 
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: ude wasn’t that we didn’t want everything 


to be right and proper; we did. But time 
i was fleeting, and I was afraid of throwing 


_ @way my very last chance for happiness 


7 SONGWRITERS have a phr 
for it: “Blame it on my youth.” @ 
I wasn’t that young. And when youg 
right down to it, I really shouldn’t ha 
been that stupid, not after Frank. 

Frank was the first big, bitter di 
pointment in my life; a tall, brong 
curly-haired giant of a man with y 
chievous black eyes and a quick, w 
mouth that seemed always to be ak 
to laugh. I was only nineteen whe 
met him, and that was no age for a g 
to be meeting Frank Anderson. He 
been a college football star, and now 
was a traveling representative for a ¢ 
arette company. 

“Have you seen the dreamboat ¢ 
just hit town,” Mary Alice said to m 
that first afternoon in August. 

I hadn’t seen, but I was anxious { 
see. It had been a long, hot, dull sum 
mer, the second since our graduati 
from high school, and men were abot 
as plentiful as snowflakes around ¢ 
small town. Exciting men, that it. @ 
George Harmon and Eddie Phillips 
Joe Brooks were there, kids we had gon 
to school with and who were home fro 
college for the summer, but who was 
terested in them. All they did was gs 
around Thompson’s Drug Store and je 
about the silly things they did in hi 
school, or if they were being real sophi 
ticated in front of us, they would t 
about how pretty the girls were in cé 
lege, or yak all evening about footh 
and basketball. They weren’t any fun. © 

Frank Anderson was different. f 
could talk about places like Chicago a d 
New York and Los Angeles, all abe 
the big shows and fancy places to 
and about some of the celebrities 
knew personally, or about things he di 
in France and Italy during the wa 
Frank was a man of the world. 


And he sure sent my head spinni 3 


right from the first day I saw him when 
Mary Alice rushed me off to Thompsons 


where Frank was passing out cigarelle 


RE 


samples to people who came in. 
“Now I really don’t think you're 


enough to smoke,” he said when he a" ( 


me, “but take a couple of packs he 
to your father.” 

“T don’t have any father, and I’m‘ 
enough to smoke,” I told him defiar 

“Well—” he said. flustered for a m 
ment. “I’m sorry—sorry about 
father.” And then his eyes twink 
“But I’m glad you're old enough 
smoke. That (Continued on Pages 












When Claude lifted me off the sofa and ‘nd 
carried me up the stairs, I thought of 
nothing in the world but us and our love. 








Color Line... 


By ELAINE COOPER NEIL 


The story thus far: The authoress, 
daughter of a wealthy white family. 
has met and fallen in love with a 
Negro, Carl Neil. Her friends begin 


LOCKED MYSELF in my room, threw myself 

on the bed and cried, helplessly and hopelessly. 
It was impossible to ignore the fact that Carl was 
colored, but it was not the thing uppermost in my 
mind. We had discussed the complications and 
only a fool would have failed to realize the in- 
evitable problems that would arise. But the reac- 
tion of my parents stunned and hurt until I was 
weak with crying and the effort to resolve the 
conflict between my true feelings for Carl and my 
devotion to my family. The violence of their re- 
actions had taken me completely by surprise. We 
had been a happy family. I had expected a scene 
of some kind, even with tears and perhaps re- 
criminations, but nothing compared to what | 
had just lived through. 

Gerry! Would his reaction be similar? 

I called him immediately. He was there within 
half an hour. 

We drove out to our local hangout, the place 
most of our crowd assembled, but I persuaded 
him to sit in the car a while before going in. 
I told him I had something to tell him. 

Gerry, it seemed, had something to tell me, too! 

My parents had left me with doubts. They had 
been violent in their reactions and I thought | 
could understand why, now. I did not believe, 
could not accept the fact that they were reacting 
with any considerations other than emotional 
ones. They had not thought about my possible 
marriage to Carl, they had only reacted emotion- 
ally to it. Perhaps, eventually, when I have a 
child of my own, I'll be able to understand their 
motives more clearly. Perhaps it was misplaced 
love, or misplaced devotion, what they considered 
their duty to their youngest child. The fact that 
they never relented, have never met Carl and 
refuse to meet him, even today, makes me won- 
der. The course which my marriage has to run. 
however, has probably only hardened their 
attitude. 

But Gerry left me without a doubt. From 
Gerry, I expected primarily a hurt for my having 
turned him down for someone else. But that 
seemed of little consequence. When I finally told 
him about Carl, he seemed only casually inter- 
ested—until I told him that Carl was colored. 

“You dirty little whore!” 

“Gerry! You know that’s not true!” 

“Nigger-lovin’ whore!” 


to taunt her, and, when she tells her 
parents, whom she is sure are liber- 
als and will understand, she is be- 
rated and slapped by her father. 


| wanted to crawl away, to sneak away into the 
darkness and disappear from the face of the 
earth. 

“I wouldn’t marry you now if you were the last 
female alive!” he said. “Get out of my car and 
don’t let me ever hear from you again. Ever! 
Get it?” 

Gerry—who would have been my husband 
pushed me out of the car. 

| dragged myself toward the place I had always 
called home, a place where I would be disowned 
if | carried out my announced intention of marry- 
ing a Negro. 

I stood outside the house and looked up at it. 
The house was dark, but I could see a light in my 
folks’ bedroom. I wondered what was happening 
there. Was one of them trying to convince the 
other that he had been in error? Were they 
planning what they would say to me when | 
returned ? 

A few crisp leaves blew across the walk leading 
up to the house and the faint: whiff of a dying 
bonfire scented the night. I took a few deep 
breaths and looked around, wondering at the 
emotions that might have been displayed behind 
the darkened windows of the other houses on the 
street. Who ever knows, when he passes a 
stranger on the street, what scene has just 
occurred which may alter his path forever? How 
can we tell, when we sit next to a stranger on 
the subway, what decision has just been made 
which is to influence his life forever? 

No one, seeing me walk slowly up to the house, 
would have imagined what decisions had just 
been mine, what experiences had been capsuled 
into my immediate past. The thought both 
frightened and amused me. 

Ahead for me stretched a clear path to Carl. 

“That you, Elaine?” 

It was mother, her head barely visible from 
the dim light I had turned on in the hall. Mother 
came from her bedroom, closing the door behind 
her. 

“You'd better go, Elaine. Your father is very 
angry. He doesn’t want you in the house any 
longer.” 

I was shocked. My father had always been so 
good to me. But I was also angry. “Supposing 
I’ve agreed to forget Carl, to give the whole thing 
up? What would he say then?” 











Mother did not reply. 

[ ran to her. “Mother, please, won’t 
you even answer me?” 

“Your father doesn’t want you in the 


house any longer.” 

Mother’s words were deliberate, cal- 
culated. I shall never forget them. 

‘If you turn your back on your own 
world,” she said, “you must expect your 
world to turn its back on you.” 

lt was futile to argue, and my pride 
prevented me from pleading. 

| packed a bag swiftly, threw it into 

y car and drove to Carl’s apartment on 
Seventh Avenue. 


66 Y OU CAN get a room at the Theresa 
Hotel,” Carl said. “I don’t think 
should rush into this marriage. 
You've had an inkling of what it’s going 
to be like, but it’s never too late to back 
out.’ 

Carl did not try to persuade me one 
way or the other. He made it quite clear 
that he wished to marry me, that 
he wanted me to be his wife and that he 
loved me dearly. At the same time, he 
was scrupulously fair. He fixed us some 
tea and we talked for hours about the 
problem of an interracial marriage. He 
wanted me to marry him, but he did not 
want me to have any illusions or to be 
ible, at some later date, to accuse him 
of forcing me to do something which, 
had | thought about it, I would not have 
He drew me out about my own 
feelings generally about Negroes, and 
pointed out the inconsistency in my 
ittitude. He made me repeat, word for 
word, all the conversations of the eve- 


done 
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ning. It was hard to say some of the 
words which my father and Gerry had 
used. 

“But they weren’t talking about you, 
Carl,” 1 emphasized. “They don’t know 
you. They’ve never met you.” 

“This is nothing strange or new to me, 
Elaine. Colored people know these words 
and phrases almost from the time they 
first meet a white person. It’s not easy 
to be black.” 

I did a lot of listening that night. 

“There are many white people who 
tolerate colored people. They carry their 
tolerance like a banner. Some whites 
even like colored people, as your mother 
liked Nellie, and yet they are appalled at 
the idea of interracial marriage. But 
they call themselves liberal.” 

“My folks always considered them- 
selves liberals,” I said. 

“It’s easy to be an arm-chair liberal. 
But when being liberal means doing 
something about it yourself, that’s a dif- 
ferent story.” 

“And there’s another thing,” he went 
on. “It isn’t a one-sided picture at all. 
There are many colored people who are 
prejudiced against the whites, just as the 
whites are prejudiced against us. Going 
still further, it’s true of any minority 
group. Look at the feeling in the world 
between the yellow race and the white 
race. It’s pretty much the same thing 
and for the same reasons.” 

“But Carl, I’m not interested in start- 
ing a crusade for an end to racial preju- 
dice. The question has never existed for 
me. It was of no importance and I’ve 
never given it much thought.” 

“Not many people do, Elaine. Like 
your parents: they like colored people 
and consider themselves without preju- 
dice—until a colored family moves next 
door. There are thousands of people like 
your folks. They only like colored peo- 
ple as long as they stay in their place, 
keep in a group by themselves.” 

“But wouldn’t Negroes be happier that 
way?” 

“If you really think that, what kind 
of a future do you suppose we have? 
We are neither fish nor fowl: we'll be 

neither white nor black. We'll probably 
be neither completely rejected nor com- 
pletely accepted by either side.” 
“But that doesn’t make any difference, 


Love Across The Color Line 


Carl.” I argued beside him on the sofa, 
“I don’t think my feelings for you have 
anything to do with social problems or 
racial prejudice or anything like that.” 
I put my arms around him and rested 
my head on his shoulders. “It’s just that 
you, Carl Neil, are the man I love, 
You’re the one I want.” 

“There’s much more to it that I can’t 
explain now, Elaine.” Carl was quiet a 
long time. Finally he moved my head 
away and looked into my eyes. 

“Are you sure this is what you want, 
Elaine?” 

“Yes, Carl. I want to marry you.” 

We made plans for our marriage to be 
held as quickly as possible. There 
seemed nothing strange about it to me, 
though it would be ridiculous to deny 
that I was plunged, instantly, into a 
world for which I had no background, 
no preparation or experience, and for 
which I held not a little fear. 

I telephoned my parents daily, but as 
soon as they heard my voice, they put 
the receiver down without a word. It 
was disheartening, but to be near Carl 
was a more powerful emotional pull. My 
parents had offered me love all my life. 
They had been good to me and had done 
everything they knew to make my life 
happy and profitable. I can never thank 
them enough for my good home, my 
training and my education, the presents 
they gave me frequently and the care 
they lavished on me. But love follows 
its own path. I have often lain awake 
at night and wondered if I have been an 
ungrateful daughter, thoughtless and 
without consideration for my parents. 
Perhaps I shall never know the answer. 
I know that to give up Carl would have 
made them happy. Yet, I could not, 
from their final actions, be assured that 
they would take me back had I wished 
to leave Carl. Having even considered 
marrying a colored man had evidently 
damned me in their sight forever. Had 
I left Carl and returned to them, I knew 
that I would be dreadfully unhappy, s° 
the dilemma of making myself unhappy 
to make them happy was insoluble, and 
yet they truly wished for my happiness. 
It was a vicious circle that I could never 
escape. 

Only Carl’s presence sustained me. 
His understanding, his ability to know, 
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apparently, what to say and when to 
say it was always appreciated and an 


often needed trait. 


Y LIFE at the hotel was a peculiar 
one. In Room 825, which later be- 
came our temporary home, I was a 
human being who stuck out like the 
proverbial sore thumb. 

] wanted to get as many things 
straightened out as possible before our 
marriage, and I made great efforts dur- 
ing the next few weeks to make amends 
with my parents. It was to no avail. 

The first successful reaction came 
from a rather unexpected quarter, my 
sister. We met in a little restaurant 
downtown. We ordered our lunch and 
taked about everything—except what 
we had come to talk about—until dessert 
and coffee. 

“Let’s not put it off any longer,” | 
said at last. “Whatever you think and 
whatever you say, I want you to know 
that I'll never forget the fact that you 
came down to see me.” 

She smiled and patted my hand on the 
table. 

“I won’t say I understand, Elaine. I’d 
not be telling the truth if I said that. 
Let’s just say that I want to understand, 
because I know you’re doing something 
which you believe is right.” 

“It’s not even that,” I answered. “It’s 
just that I love Carl and want to be his 
wife. Isn’t that the same way you felt 
before you got married?” 

“Of course. But my husband-to-be 
wasn’t colored.” 

“Did you ever think to yourself, ‘I’m 
marrying a white man’?” 

She laughed merrily. 
not!” 

“Well, I never think to myself that I’m 
marrying a Negro. I’m just marrying 
the man I love.” 

“When are you going to be married?” 

“Some time before the New Year. 
That’s about all we know right now.” 


“Of course 


“Well,” she said, “we’ve been plan- 
ning your wedding at Christmas right 
along, so it doesn’t look as if we'll 
miss it.” 

I was almost afraid to ask, but I finally 
swallowed my fear. “Will you come to 
the wedding?” 

She fumbled in her purse and searched 
for change to tip the waiter. The check 
was paid and she pushed back her chair, 
finally, and then sighed. “Yes, I’d like 
to come.” 

I never loved my sister more. 

Carl and I had blood tests and ob- 
tained a marriage license at City Hall. 

Until then, my preoccupation had been 
my parents. Their concern over my 
marriage had seldom been far from my 
thoughts. The hurt I was giving them 
will always stay with me, but the possi- 
bility of being hurt, being attacked from 
outside had never entered my mind. I 
knew what I was doing; I was doing 
what I wished to do; it was my life, and 
if I chose to marry a colored man, surely 
that was my business. 

The day we applied for a license was 
the first taste I had to the contrary. 

Other couples came and went. We still 
waited. We sat on a bench, others 
shunning us, and we saw plenty of lips 
moving behind palms held to faces. We 
caught some of the whispers. 

“Look at that blonde girl with that 
Negro!” 

“Why would she want to marry him?” 

“She’s attractive, too!” 

“Bet they won’t give ’em a license!” 

By late afternoon, I was beginning to 
worry. Was there something that would 
make it impossible for me to get a license 
to marry Carl? I understood that it was 
illegal in some states for interracial mar- 
riage to take place. 

There was no one left in the room, 
now, and the clock was dangerously near 
closing hour. Finally, a man called us 
to a window and shoved our license 
through. Carl paid the fee and turned 


to pocket his wallet. 

The little man behind the counter 
looked at me and winked, a nasty look 
on his face. 

“You gonna marry that nigger? 
You’re a looker, too!” 

“It’s none of your business,” I replied, 
hoping Carl had not overheard. 

“What’s he got on ya, kid? In trouble 
’er somethin’?” 

Carl pulled me away. 

“Come on, Elaine. It’s all over but 
the ceremony.” 

Outside, Carl told me that he’d over- 
heard. 

“It’s the kind of thing we'll be hearing 
a lot of from now on,” he said. “We 
might as well try to get used to it and 
just not pay any attention.” 


HE WEDDING was small. 

I had telephoned a few friends— 
the people who meant most to me and 
with whom I’d grown up. Most of them 
would not talk to me on the telephone, 
but, oddly enough, my three best friends, 
Betty and the two girls who were with 
us the day I met Carl, all seemed eager 
to come. 

“As I remember,” Betty said over the 
telephone, “he’s pretty tall.” It wasn’t 
much of a comment, but it wasn’t, at 
the same time, a rejection. 

The other two girls were equally glad 
to accept the invitation, and they acted 
as though going to Harlem for a wedding 
was a very daring adventure. 

The ceremony was quiet. Carl’s mother 
and father arrived quite early, as did 
most of Carl’s friends who had been in- 
vited. 

It was time for the ceremony, but 
Betty and my other friends hadn’t ar- 
rived. Neither had my sister and her 
husband. We waited. I wanted to go 
ahead, but Carl said traffic was pretty 
heavy and it was very cold outside. They 
might be having trouble finding the 
chapel. (Continued on Page 80) 


“You might as well try to get used to the insults and just not pay any 


attention,” Carl told me. “It’s the kind of thing we'll be hearing a lot of 


from now on.” I thought I had taken all that the bigots had to throw, but 


I was wrong; they had hardly begun to fight 
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| Hated 
My Own 
Child 


Maybe I should have been happy 


at becoming a father, but 


when you're forty before you find 


the girl you love, you want to 


keep her to yourself 


DON’T SUPPOSE I WAS the first man who fek 

trapped when his wife broke the news that he was 
going to be a father. The difference was that I let the 
resentment eat away at me, poisoning my soul and destroy. 
ing the one person on earth I loved most. 

My wife, Marian, came into my life when I was well 
along in years. At forty, I was fifteen years older than she. 
When word got out that Harold Strader was finally mar- 
ried everybody knew that the girl who led me to the altar 
had to be someone special. Marian was extra special. She 
was young and so beautiful that sometimes I felt like 
pinching myself to make sure I was awake and she was 
not someone out of a dream. 

I'd been a bachelor so long I was convinced I’d never 
get married. Then | met Marian and found that life 
could be so wonderful it was almost unbearable. — After 
we were married, | even hated going to work at the plant 
because it meant being away from my wife. The guys at 
work used to kid me, but I didn’t care. Any one of them 
would have traded places with me if he could. 

Marian and I did everything together, went everywhere 
together. As time went on, I kept her more and more to 
myself. She dropped all her old friends and only rarely 
did we have visitors. I neither wanted nor needed anyone 
else. 

But then, two years after we were married, Marian joy- 
fully told me she was pregnant. As I said, my first feeling 
was one of resentment. | selfishly thought only of my own 
happiness and | didn’t want anyone—even our child— 
coming between my wife and me. If Marian suspected my 
inner feelings, she pretended not to notice. “You'll love 
him, dear,” she told me confidently. 

So she had it all figured out. It was going to be a boy 
and | was going to welcome the little intruder with open 
arms. But during my life I had seen so many women, my 
mother included, drained of their beauty and energy by 
having babies, one after another. Gazing into Marian’s 
heart-shaped brown face with the big soft eyes, 1 knew 
that was the last thing on earth I wanted to happen to her. 
Why should we have a baby. I thought. Things were 
perfect as they were. I felt as if Marian had somehow 
betrayed me. 

She reached up and clasped her arms around my neck. 
Her voice was soft and pleading. “Aren’t you just a little 
pleased?” 

I forced a smile. “Sure, darling. Of course, | am,” 
I lied. 

“Then don’t sound so grumpy about it,” she chided 
gently. She sat up suddenly and said pertly, “You're 
going to be a father, Mr. Strader!” 

She was so joyously happy that some of her excitement 
infected me. I knew that in the weeks to come she would 
need all the love and attention I could shower on her. | 
knew. too, that this should be the happiest moment in our 
lives. and there | was acting as if the world was coming 
to an end. Maybe it wasn’t going to be so bad after all, 
| told myself. Then, | thought of the drab, funless monihs 
ahead, and doubts began to torment me. “What do I do in 
the meantime?” I asked miserably. 

Marian stared at me for a moment. then her eyes 
crinkled at the corners and she burst out laughing. 
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A man had certain rights when he was 


married to a woman, didn’t 


he? He had the right to share the 


same bedroom, 


didn’t he? Even when it meant 


breaking down the door 








“I’m serious, Marian,” I insisted, 
“Just think, we won’t be able to go out 
any more, and—” 

“Oh, you big lug, my precious sweet,” 
she cut in, pulling me close to her. “Of 
course we'll be able to go out. We're 
going to have lots of fun, especially when 
the baby comes.” 

I held her tight for a long time. She 
was so sweet and helpless in my arms, 
But stronger than the love for her that 
flooded through me was the terrible re- 
sentment toward the new life that was 
already on its way to share her with me. 

In the days that followed, I began to 
feel more and more ashamed of myself. 
Seeing Marian bustling about the house, 
her face glowing with happiness, gradu- 
ally dragged me out of my self-pity. It 
was hard to remain glum when Marian 
was so proud and cheerful all the time. 
Her approaching motherhood did not 
hamper our good times together. As her 
figure began to fill out, she would good- 
naturedly sit on the sidelines when | 
went bowling and we had to confine our 
dancing to slow fox trots and waltzes. 
Otherwise, life went on as before. 

Marian was in her seventh month 
when I accidentally stumbled upon the 
path that was to lead to tragedy. I took 
the first step with Mike, the foreman at 
the plant. It was Marian’s birthday, and 
I happened to mention it to Mike as we 
left work that day. Mike stretched his 
homely face into a broad grin. “Well 
now, ain’t that somethin’,” he drawled. 
“Let’s see now. A young one on the way 
and the little woman’s birthday. That 
calls for a drink—on me,” he added. 

I tried to explain that Marian and | 
planned to go out that evening and | 
had to hurry home. But Mike insisted 
that I could take time out for a quick 
one. “Besides,” he said as I hesitated, 
“You look as if you could use a bracer. 
I’m an old hand at this. I’ve got 
four, Lord bless ’em. But you,” he 
laughed, clapping a big hand on my 
shoulder, “You’re just a beginner.” 

Reluctantly, I accompanied him to the 
tavern across the street from the plant. 
“Well, here’s to the little one on the 
way,” Mike said, raising his glass. 

I nodded and lifted the glass to my 
lips. I gulped the whiskey and felt it 
burning down my throat to my stomach 
like liquid fire. A beer now and then was 
the limit of my drinking until then. But 
after the first acrid taste on my tongue 
and the stinging in my throat, there came 
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a warm, glowing sensation that was 
pleasant in a strange sort of way. Feel- 
ing much better, I set my glass on the 
bar and said to Mike, “Thanks for the 
lift. I guess I did need it.” 

Mike grabbed my arm. “Hey, you 
can’t stop yet. We’ve got to drink to 
your Missus.” 

“Well, I guess this is a special occa- 
sion,” | admitted. 

“*Course it is,” Mike said, signalling 
the bartender for another round. “And 
here’s many happy returns to your wife,” 
he said, raising his glass again. 

“Thanks, Mike. [I'll tell her.” I 
downed my drink quickly. This time the 
burning was not so noticeable, but the 
warm glow was still there. In fact, it 
was spreading all through my body. 

I slapped the bar and said, “Let’s have 
another one!” 

“Not me,” Mike said, covering his 
empty glass with his hand. “Two drinks 


before dinner and one before bed—that’s | 


the way I take my liquor, Harold. No 
more, no less.” He peered closely at me, 
then laid a hand shoulder. 
“Maybe you ought to quit now, too.” 

I grinned feebly. “Maybe you're 
right, Mike. Marian will be wondering 
what happened to me.” 

I said goodbye to Mike at the corner 
and started towards home. My step was 
light and springy and it seemed that the 
world had never been so bright and 
beautiful. The last rays of the sun 
slanted down through the trees that lined 
the street and the smell of autumn was 
in the air. All of a sudden, a thought 
struck me, and I turned into the nearest 
grocery store. I would take home some 
cheese, crackers and other snacks and 
we would have a party! 

The sign on a liquor store caught my 
eye as I started home with the groceries. 
What was a party without something to 
drink? Nothing, I decided. So I stopped 
in and bought two bottles of whiskey. 

“What’s all this?” Marian asked when 
I dumped the packages on the kitchen 
table. 

“Gonna’ have a party. Gonna’ cele- 
brate,” I told her, feeling the false gaiety 
of the liquor I’d drunk. I took out the 
two bottles of whiskey. 

“Was it necessary to get so much of — 
of that?” she asked with a tight smile. 

“Gotta’ keep some on hand,” I ex- 
Plained. “Never can tell when somebody 
might drop in. Nothing wrong with a 
sociable little drink.” 


on my 


I poured myself a drink. Marian got 
up quickly and began to prepare sand- 
wiches. Her back was rigid and she held 
her head high as she moved about the 
kitchen and I could tell she didn’t ap- 
prove of my drinking. But she said 
nothing. 

I watched her, trying to remember 
her without the bulge that threw her once 
slim figure out of shape. All sorts of 
doubts and fears burned through my 
brain. Would she love me as much after 
the baby came? Would she be the same 
slim, attractive girl she had been before? 
I began to wish that the baby would 
never be born. 

Marian wanted children while she was 
still young, she said. Maybe I would 
soon be too old for her. What then? 
Would she start looking around for new 
interests, a new love? I reached for the 
bottle and poured another drink. 

“See, it is kind of handy to have 
around,” I said thickly. I slid an arm 
around her drew back. 
“What’s wrong? Am I getting too old 
for you already?” I demanded. 

Her gaze was level as she replied, “No, 
Harold, you'll never be too old. I’ve told 
you that before.” 

But there was gentle reproof in her 
voice and the way she stared at the bottle 
sitting on the table. “I suppose you 
think I’ve had enough,” I said belliger- 
ently. 

“Please don’t spoil things, darling,” 
she pleaded. 

I stared bleary eyed into her face. It 
had not changed as her body had, except 
that somehow it was sweeter and more 
beautiful. I forgot that she would soon 
be the mother of my child; all I could 
think of was that she was my wife, warm 
and alive and desirable. 

And suddenly, I wanted her. I wanted 
to crush her in my arms and hold her so 
closely that nothing could come between 
us—not even the new life that nestled 
under her heart. Raw, unreasoning pas- 
sion swept over me and I pulled her 
down into my lap. My hungry lips sought 
and found hers. Her struggles only fur- 
ther excited me. My drink-fogged brain 
ceased to function and my actions were 
directed by some force more powerful 
than love for my wife or consideration 
for her delicate condition. 

Lifting her in my arms, I stumbled in- 
to the bedroom unheeding her first 
gentle, then tearful protests as I took 


waist. She 


her. 


Lamang I came to my senses, I was 
filled with remorse. How could | 
have been such a stupid fool? Even 
worse! For my brutal assault had en- 
dangered not only the health of the 
woman I loved but the fragile new life 
she carried. I don’t think I could have 
faced Marian that next morning. Luck- 
ily, she was still asleep when I woke up. 

She looked so small and _ helpless 
curled up on one side of the bed that my 
eyes filled with tears at the thought of 
what I had done to her. She was still 
sleeping after I had pulled on my clothes 
and brewed some strong coffee to clear 
up my hangover. I slipped out of the 
house and went to work for the first 
time without a goodbye kiss. 

Instead of feeling better as the day 
progressed, I felt more miserable. Fi- 
nally, I couldn’t take it any longer. I got 
permission to leave the plant and hur- 
ried home. When I got there, Marian 
was out. It seemed hours before she 
came home. She stared at me vacantly 
when I met her at the door. “Marian! 
Can—can you ever forgive me?” I cried. 

“I’ve been to the doctor,” she said in 
a strange voice. 

“What did he say? I mean—is every- 
thing all right?” 

She nodded slowly. “He said we must 
be more careful from now until the baby 
comes.” She paused, her eyes filmed and 
her lips quivering. 

I pressed my face into the curve of her 
neck, humble and even more determined 
to atone for the terrible wrong I had 
done her. I was too choked up with 
emotion to speak, but I silently vowed, 
“T'll make it up to you, my darling. 
You'll see!” 

For the next two months I was a mod- 
el husband. As time for Marian’s con- 
finement approached, I waited on her 
hand and foot. I couldn’t do enough for 
her in my efforts to prove my love to 
her. Gradually, Marian reached the 
point where she no longer flinched at my 
embrace. I was as gentle and tender as 
I could be, as if showing her that | 
meant her no harm. But every now and 
then I would catch her staring at me in 
a peculiar way and I’d know then that 
the memory of that awful night was still 
with her. 

The snow was a foot deep and it was 
bitter cold the night I drove Marian to 
the hospital. But after waiting four 
hours, Dr. Milton came to me and said, 
“Bad news, Mr. (Continued on Page 65) 
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HEARTBREA 


“W hat difference does it make to you if | want No: 
or any other girl?” Jeff said savagely. “You don’t wa 
me! You just want to make sure nobody else do 
Weil, you're not ruining my life. I’m through.” 





T WAS A miserable wedding. It wasn't 
only that it took place in a dreary-looking 
office, with a justice of the peace droning off 


the words and a couple of rumpled office work- 
ers for witnesses. A month before, standing 
beside Jeff and hearing the words that made 
us man and wife would have made the cere- 
mony beautiful, no matter where it was held. 

It was the desperate hurt inside me that 
turned everything sour. It was the way my 
heart felt torn and shamed. Most of all, it 
was the way my flesh shrank from Jeff's touch 
when he put the plain gold band on my finger. 
I drew my hand away, quickly, and felt a 
fierce gladness when I saw the way his mouth 
tightened. 

Let him suffer! 1 told myself fiercely, trying 
to find some balm for the inner pain. Let him 
pay! He made himself unclean—with another 
girl! It’s his fault we couldn’t have the wed- 
ding as planned! (Continued on Page 76) 











We had argued it all out: To wait, or 
not to wait? That was the question. But 
all the right answers seemed to go up in 


smoke while I melted in Chuck’s arms. 


“pear THE SIGN,” Chuck said, pointing. “Blue 

Lake Cabins, three miles.” He squeezed my hand 
nd drove a little faster. “Nancy, doll, cheer up. It’s a 
beautiful day for a honeymoon.” 

| tried to smile at him but my lips were trembling. 
Everything should have been like a dream of romance. 
Chuck, the man | adored, was beside me, and he was such 
1 wonderful looking guy, too—tall and slim with bronze 
face and sparkling black eyes. I knew I looked pretty, too, 
and very bride-like in my new blue duster and cream col- 
ored silk dress. My hat was a little too summery for a 
September day but the perky ribbon on it just matched my 
russet hair the wisp of veil was white—as a bride’s veil 
sught to be—even though it’s only on a hat and not trail- 
ing yards of tulle. 

In fact all of my clothes were new. I hadn’t spent much 
for | didn’t have much to spend, but I’d chosen them all, 
the sheer undies, the apple green nylon nightie, and the 
pretty little skirts and sweaters, just so I’d be beautiful for 
Chuck. Oh I hadn’t forgotten a thing the bride’s maga- 
zines suggested you take on your honeymoon. Not a thing 

except my wedding certificate. 

My throat got dry and I shivered in the warm fall after- 
noon. Chuck and I weren’t married. We didn’t have a 
thing except our love and each other and finally I’d told 
myself that was enough. Oh, it hadn’t been easy to decide 
that. But Chuck said we just couldn’t get married yet. In 
the three months we’d dated we’d fought this question 
back and forth until it was tearing us to pieces. And what 
Chuck had said sounded so logical, so right that I’d finally 
given in. 

Logical and right? Yes, with him holding me in his 
rms, with his hungry lips fanning an equal hunger in 
ne. We were going to get married as soon as we could— 
we loved each other. It was like a honeymoon—oh, not 
like—it was a honeymoon. I shivered again. Chuck 
glanced anxiously at me. 

‘You're not getting scared, Nancy? You're not sorry? 
Look darling, | want the best of everything for you, 
always. And this is the best, for now.” His arm slipped 
around my shoulders. “Remember how it was Nancy from 
the minute | saw you? We were for each other, a team. 
Love at first sight. Sounds real stale, but it can happen. 
it did—to us. That’s too terrific to wreck.” 

He chuckled softly. “I'll never forget when I first saw 
you. You were standing there beside that stitching ma- 
chine looking just about as lost and scared as you do 
right now. But I was there to help you get over being 
ifraid. just like | am here now. Remember, Nancy—” 


nlicensec 


Remember? | could never forget. It was my first day 
at work at the Gowrie Shoe Factory. It was my first work 
at any job for I’d been staying at home taking care of 
my Aunt Prue, who'd been sick with a tumor for years, 
That’s a very bad kind of stomach trouble and from the 
time I was fourteen I’d had to spend almost night and day 
nursing her. I’d done the best I knew how and our doctor 
suggested | enter nurse’s training when she died. Th 
wasn’t any insurance but he said he’d loan me the money, 
But I’d had enough of sick people for the rest of my life 
Oh, I’d loved Aunt Prue, who’d reared me from the time 
I was ten when my parents died. But now I was eightee 
and I was starved for a little fun and laughter and @ 
normal life. Why I’d never even had a date or a boy 
friend—or a really close girl friend for that matter. I was 
very shy, but I wanted to get to know people. I wanted 
to live myself. I’d been around death too long. 

So as soon as Aunt Prue’s little house was closed up 
and the last month’s rent paid I got a tiny furnished roon 
and went job hunting. It didn’t take me long to find work 
at the Gowrie Shoe Factory for they always needed work.” 
ers. But that first day it seemed that it was the most 
scary place in the world, all filled with the clanking ma- 
chines and with people rushing this way and that and little 
electric carts zooming past all loaded with boxes and 
things. My foreman had given me instructions for oper 
ating my machine. Really, it was pretty simple, or it 
seemed that way when he was telling me. But when he 
walked off I just froze. I stood there, my hands shaking, 
fighting back a silly urge to burst into tears. I couldn't 
do it! 

Then I heard this warm, slow voice at my shoulder. 
“The boss figured you might need some help.” . 

That was Chuck. Oh, he was wonderful. He never got 
impatient, even when I was stupid and slow. At lunch he 
took me to the cafe and we had lunch together and he told” 
me funny stories about the factory that made me laugh 
until I forgot most of my shyness. That afternoon he hung” 
around my machine most of the time, although I really 
didn’t need help so much then and that night he drove me~ 
home in his car. 

Just like that we got together. Pretty soon we were 
having lunch together every day and usually going out 
someplace at night too after he finished night school.” 
Chuck was real ambitious. He didn’t want to be just @ 
regular run-of-the-mill worker. The sky was the limit 
when he got to dreaming. He wasn’t any book worm but 
he said an education really helped you get ahead, no 
matter what kind of job you were in. 














[t would have been just too easy for 
me to be a bum, Nancy,” he told me once 


when we were having cokes in a drive-in. 

| grew up in a family of bums. My 
mother picked up the gin bottle a heck 
of a lot more often than she picked up 
the broom. My father was a big, dumb 
guy who sweated his guts out as un- 


skilled labor and thought he had it good. 
| had half a dozen brothers and sisters 
so the place was crawling with dirty, 


yelling kids all the time. I had one 
sister, Tania, who was really a looker. 
She could have had anything she wanted, 
but what she wanted was a big, dumb 


was just like Dad, only twenty 
years younger. When I pulled away 
from home at sixteen she all ready had 
three kids and another one was on the 

that time all those good looks 
had turned into a sloppy mess, and she 


jerk who 


way. By 


didn’t seem to care. God, Nancy—that 
was the worst thing—she didn’t seem to 
care. Well, boy I swore it would be 
different with me. When I married I'd 
marry a gal with pride, somebody who 
knew how to keep up a house, and I'd 
give her a house to be proud of. There’d 
be dough for a baby sitter, after the kids 
came, and a washing machine and 
maybe even a dishwasher too and we 
wouldn’t be all jammed up in a grimy 
flat. We'd have a little place in some 
suburb His voice broke off. “You 
know what I’m getting at Nancy? I'd 
like that kind of life for you.” 

We'd only been dating a month then, 
but like he said, love had hit us quick 
Right there in the drive-in 
[ threw my arms around him and held 


and hard 


on tight 


10 


There were tears on my cheeks 


and now I knew what it meant to cry 
for joy. I’d been lonesome so long but 
I'd never be lonesome again. I had 
Chuck! Oh the magic of that thought— 
I had Chuck! 

I guess I never did say in so many 
words, “I'll marry you.” He knew my 
answer though. We couldn’t get out of 
that drive-in fast enough so we could be 
alone. He took me up on a hill called 
Cityview. You could see the lights of the 
whole town strung out like bright. 
broken beads. He kissed me and kissed 
me until I felt shattered with ecstasy and 
a great, lovely hunger. But when his 
hands touched my bare skin I suddenly 
seemed to. wake up. Trembling | pushed 
him away. “No, Chuck—we’re going to 
get married. This is for after we’re mar- 
ried—not now. I—oh please understand 
—not now!” 

He was shaking, too. He could hardly 
light his cigarette. “You don’t under- 
stand Nancy,” he said huskily. “It will 
be so darn long before we can get mar- 
ried. Oh honey, I’ve just got a little job 
now. Sure, it seems enough to get mar- 
ried on but I know how these things go. 
First we’re happy, then there’s a kid. We 
still have money for that but we have to 
be more careful of our dough now. No 
more free and easy evenings; can’t 
afford a movie more than once a week: 
can’t keep up the payments on that dish 
washer—let it go back. Then, another 
kid. We haven’t planned that one but it 
happens. What you going to do, drown 
it? No, you love it, do the best you can. 
But your best isn’t quite enough. | quit 
night school because I’m walking the 
floor with the kid at night, not getting 


Unlicensed Honeymoon 


enough rest, flubbing my work at the 
factory. And now I can’t afford to lose 
the job at the factory. And then—” He 
smashed his cigarette out so hard a little 
spray of sparks flipped over the car ash 
tray. “Do you want to hear more 
Nancy? Don’t tell me it couldn’t happen 
to us. | know it could. It could happen 
to anybody. But we’re not going to give 
it a chance. We'll wait till I have that 
foreman’s job, till I have the dough for 
a downpayment on the house I’m going 
to buy you. We'll wait till we can have 
the right kind of life for us and our 
kids.” He drew me into his arms again. 
“That is, we'll wait to get married. But 
oh Nancy,” his lips pressed against my 
cheek, my throat, my shoulder. “You 
can’t ask me to wait that long for you!” 


I DID ask him to wait though. That 

night and so many other nights | 
pushed him away when every nerve was 
begging me to throw my arms around 
him and draw him closer. I tried to tell 
him how | felt. Aunt Prue had been old- 
fashioned maybe, but she’d taught me 
right from wrong. I’d wait for him for- 
ever, but waiting meant just that! 

He couldn’t see how I felt any more 
than | could understand him. Our lovely 
evenings ended in ugly fights and me 
in tears, Chuck driving away, swearing 
bitterly. But little by little he’d worn 
me down. | loved him so awfully much! 
If he’d been a different kind of person 
—but all he wanted was nice things for 
me! I knew each evening was driving 
him away from me, not drawing us 
closer, and | couldn’t stand it. I’d never 
had a love before. Chuck was my first, 
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The wedding would have to wait a while, but Chuck 


convinced me that there was no need to keep postpon- 


ing the honeymoon. ‘And that’s what we’ll really be hav- 


ing, Nancy,’ he assured me, ‘a honeymoon of the heart’ 


the only love | ever wanted. If Chuck 
and I broke up, how could I go on? 
What would there be to go on for? An- 
other man, another romance? Dear 
heaven, for me Chuck was the only man 
in the world! 

So here I was—on my way to a honey- 
moon without marriage. The “honey- 
moon” had been Chuck’s idea. 

“] respect you honey,” he told me. 
“Get it through that stubborn little head 
—I love you. You’re going to be my 
wife. In my mind I feel like you’re my 
wife right now. I wouldn’t take you to 
a cheap tourist court. Not you Nancy. 
No, I know a swell place on Blue Lake, 
lovely rustic cabins, everything smooth 
but not too plushy. Just the place for a 
honeymoon. And that’s what we'll really 
be having Nancy—a honeymoon of the 
heart.” 

Okay—so I believed him at last. I had 
to believe him. 
But my heart was heavy as a real bride’s 
heart would never be if she were married 
to the man she loved. My fingers felt 
like ice as I linked them in Chuck’s warm 
ones. He grinned and made a joke 
about, “cold hands, warm heart.” Then 
there wasn’t time to talk or even think 
any more. We drove up to the main 
lodge at Blue Lake. 

“We'll go in and sign in, darling,” he 
whispered as he helped me out of the 
car. “Then I'll take our things to our 
cabin and meet you in the bar for a 
drink.” He patted my arm. “My silly, 
wonderful little ‘bride.’ You look like 
you could use a drink right now.” 

I hardly ever touched even beer but he 
was right. I did need a drink now—sev- 


I was here wasn’t [? 


eral drinks to blind me to the thing I was 
doing and make it seem all right. 

In September Blue Lake was a quiet 
place with the tourist season about over. 
There were only half a dozen people in 
the pine walled lobby. I sat down shyly 
and waited for Chuck to sign in—Mr. 
and Mrs. Mayberry. Oh, I could feel 
my cheeks burning. 

He gave me a swift, comforting grin 
as he left the desk and went back out 
to the car. When the door closed behind 
him I wanted to hurry right to the cock- 
tail lounge I could see through the pine 
archway, but my feet wouldn’t move. I 
couldn’t walk into a bar alone. It was 
better to sit here, my hands clasped 
primly in my lap, until Chuck came 


back. 


UDDENLY I heard a low laugh—the 

warm chuckle some old ladies have. 
I jerked my head up. This chubby old 
woman was standing looking down at 
me, her wide eyes so knowing that I 
blushed. Without waiting for me to ask 
her to sit down she plumped down be- 
side me. 

“We're all very friendly here, my 
dear,” she said comfortably. “So I'll just 
tell you welcome. I’m Mrs. Corbin— 
Dolly Corbin. And you?” 

I didn’t want to talk to her. Oh, she 
was sweet-looking enough in a fat, 
blowsy, sort of sugar cookie way. She 
had about three double chins and her 
grey hair was bunched up in a little 
sausage roll on the nape of her neck. 
Tiny, fly away curls had slipped free of 
bobby pins and made a halo of wisps 
about her plump face. Her navy blue 


sheer dress was the type Aunt Prue 
would have worn, except much looser 
and with a few ruffles stuck on here and 
there without much regard for style. She 
smiled at me and a couple of still-lovely 
dimples flashed in her cheeks. 

“You must not mind me, dear.” she 
said. “Link—that’s my husband—says 
I’m as romantic as I can be and of course 
he’s right. I just knew you were a bride 
from the minute I saw you walk in and 
I just had to wish you happiness.” She 
nodded like a wise little grandma. “You 
are a bride aren’t you?” 

“Y-yes.” The word 
throat. “But how—” 

“Oh your nice young husband signing 
in and the way you blushed and every- 
thing!” She clasped her plump hands 
like a romantic girl. “You know, I tell 
myself this is a second honeymoon for 
us, too, although Link would say that’s 
a silly idea. It isn’t a second honeymoon 
of course. At our age.” She gurgled. 
“But I like to think it is and Link’s used 
to my silly ways by now. We've been 
married twenty-seven years. Oh, wait 
till you’re married twenty-seven years, 
honey. You’re used to his ways by then 
and he’s used to yours—like a couple of 
easy old house slippers, Link always 
says.” 

I tried to smile at her. What a talka- 
tive old thing. Why wouldn’t she go 
away? I fished in my purse for a 
cigarette. I needed something in my 
hands—I was twisting my purse straps 
back and forth. And too, if I smoked 
maybe she wouldn’t expect me to talk 
so much. 

“T used to like to smoke,” she con- 
fided. “But Link hated for me to—he’s 
a cigar man himself. Smokes three a 
day. It took me awhile to get used to 
that! I still smoked a little though for 
years. It was fun, like a kid getting away 
with something.” Her gurgle was de- 
lightful this time. “But when our first 
grandchild—his name is Lincoln, after 
my husband you know—after he was 
born, Link said it was time for a grand- 
mother to get some dignity. So I 
stopped. Not that it helped my dignity 
much,” the dimples flashed again. 

“You have grandchildren?” I asked 
politely. 

“Oh my yes! Seven. My daughter 
Betty has three, and my second daughter 
Winnie has three and my son, Benton, 
has one. My third daughter, Grace, is 
expecting her (Continued on Page 62 ) 
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Playoutfit consists of Jamaica shorts and 
sports shirt with convertible collar. Pattern 
No. 8510; sizes 10-16; 35¢ 








HE RETURN TRIP to school with a 

new wardrobe is a fairy dream that 
would enchant every coed who loves 
pretty clothes, and that includes all of 
them. Though such an arrangement 
might be unlikely, at least a part of this 
lovely dream can become a reality with 
home sewing, so oil up the machine and 
get ready for fall. 

Fashion dictates that this is the year 
for a style change. Since the lowering of 
hemlines in 1948 and Dior’s “new look” 
of ten years ago, a new and different 
“look” is now taking place. 

Collegiate styles have not been affected 
too greatly, though changes are appar- 
ent. Adaptation through moderation is 
the safest side to take in a feminine 
battle of shorter skirts and striking sil- 
houettes. Still important is the flared 
skirt which is a variation of the 1958 
trapeze line, and the basic jumper re- 
created in the old fashioned princess 
styling, or brought up to date with a 
loose, sack fit. Regardless of style, color 
all-the-way is the likeliest theme for the 
fall school crowd. TAN’s fall clothes are 
made from Advance Patterns. See order 


blank on Page 51. 







































Chemise-shaped dress has middy collar. 
back. 


button-front half belt in 


panel, 


Pattern No. 8699; sizes 10-16, 9-15; 35¢. 















Slim skirt has panel back, released into 
walking pleats. Bib buttons to skirt waist- 
band. Pattern No. 8055; sizes 10-18; 35¢. 






Straight-hanging plaid pleated skirt on left 
is a must for school. Pattern No. 8518; 
sizes 10-16; price, 50¢. Contrasting sepa- 
rates consist of overblouse and box pleated 
skirt. Pattern No. 8521; sizes 9-15 and 
12-18; 506. 








Pert and Pretty 


ATTRACTIVE hairdo is vitally important to com- 
liment a new school wardrobe. Arriving at a satis- 

style that is pretty and easy to manage might 
e a few sessions of trial and error, either at home or 


r the guidance of a beautician. 


cally, all hair beauty stems from cleanliness, and 
hould be washed as often as is necessary to remove 
ilated soil and oil. One of the best aids known for 
eauty is the generous use of the hair brush, for 
ng stimulates the scalp and adds life and luster to 
ir. A few minutes spent on it at night will make the 
ence between attractive hair, or dull lifeless hair. 
hair styles were created by Landeros of New York. 


FRONT 


With the newest fashions in clothes recall- 
ing the mode of the 1920's, hair styles, too, 
are reflecting the influence of the same era. 
The “head band” or head bandeau is 
worn with split bangs framing the face. 
For the true Flapper Look the hair is 
styled close to the head for a smooth coif. 


BACK 


The back view shows that the hair is di- 
vided into three parts, the largest of which 
is in the back. The smaller sides are 
brought around for a pouf effect to cover 
the ears and pinned close to the head. The 
back portion is twisted to form a French 
knot and pinned high and close. 


FRONT 

Shoulder length hair that is from 12 to 15 
inches long can be converted into a variety 
of styles to suit any occasion. A modified 
version of the pony tail for casual and 
school wear is slightly different from oth- 
ers. Flat bangs are still popular and easy 

to manage. 


BACK 


For this new “horses’ tail,’ the bangs re- 

main, and the hair is parted near the crown 

of the head, the upper portion is then 

brushed back and twisted into a bun or 

knot. The lower half is pulled back from 

the ears and allowed to swing freely with 
a few loose curls and soft waves. 
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FRUIT FOR FALL 


iy APPLE a day may not keep the doctor away, but it will help, for at this time of the year apple 
crops are at their peak, and the market stands are filled to capacity with fragrant, red, green and 
yellow apples. Whether for making pies, dumplings, puddings, apple butter, jelly, jams or many other 
good dishes, there is no time like the present for the complete enjoyment of this favorite American fruit. 

And don’t forget to use freshly-made apple cider or apple juice, for this beverage is now enjoy- 
ing greater than ever popularity. Always delicious and used in combination with other juices for party 
punches, cider should be included in the diet because in the body metabolism it leaves behind an alkaline 
residue that is an aid in recovery from colds, influenza and other virus infections. 

While apples are plentiful, a fine list of new and delicious desserts and main dishes, all fragrant 
with apples, can be a part of your autumn entertaining and family cookery. Take a tip from the Conti- 
nent and serve delicious, crisp raw apples with cheese and nuts, with perhaps one other fruit in unlimited 
combinations for dessert after a hearty dinner. Whatever the occasion may be, it is good to remember 
that apples are nutritious and can add a certain something to any food or meal. 





Ham Slice Dixie Baked Apples India 


fat edges on a Slice of ham 1% inches thick; place in Core 6 apples and peel 1/3 of the way from the top. Fill generously 

roasting pan. Spread with Y cup crunch style peanut with drained chutney, (save syrup). Set in deep baking pan o 

Core and slice 4 apples; set slices in rows on, and casserole. Add enough hot water to cover bottom of pan; cover 

nd ham. Combine 4 cup brown sugar, 4% tsp. cinnamon, baking dish; bake at 375° about 30 minutes, or until apples are 

ground cloves, 4 tsp. nutmeg, Y tsp. allspice and tender. Remove cover; brush peeled surfaces with syrup from 

up seedless raisins. Scatter over apples and bake in chutney; run under broiler for a few minutes to glaze. Makes 4 
375° F. oven 45 minutes. new, flavorful accompaniment for curried meat or chicken. 
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Apple Filbert Salad 


“ 


Core and dice 3 unpeeled delicious apples. Combine with 2 cup sliced celery, % cup sliced 


ripe olives, % cup diced cucumbers and 3 cup French dressing; toss well. Arrange lettuce 
leaves in 4 individual salad bowls. Add 1% cup cottage cheese to each. Top with apple mix- 
ture; sprinkle with % cup chopped toasted filberts. Serve with mayonnaise. 


Apple Pecan Syrup 


Melt 3 tablespoons butter or margarine; add 14 cup chopped pecan 
meats and brown lightly. Remove nuts. Add 1 cup maple syrup, 
Y teaspoon cinnamon and few grains of salt to butter in saucepan. 
Add 2 cups thinly sliced peeled apples. Cover and simmer slowly 
10 minutes. Remove cover and simmer about 3 minutes longer. 
Remove from heat and add nuts. Makes 6 servings. 





Apple Slump 


Peel and core 8 apples and cut in quarters. Add 1 cup sugar, 
1] teaspoon cinnamon or cinnamon candies, 1 heaping table- 
spoon butter, 2 cups apple juice or water. Bring to a slow 
boil, cook until apples are tender. Drop fruit dumplings into 
fruit mixture. Serve warm with cream or ice cream as party 
dessert, using chafing dish or new electric skillet. 





Men Zé Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 













If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 

more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you've 

always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 

our generous no risk offer 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
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Child Care: 
Accidents 


Will Happen 
By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 





66¢ ¥}OOH, MAMA, open the door! 
Can’t you see I’ve got to go ty 
the bathroom?” 

The tell-tale water trail on the side 
walk leading to the door indicates only 
too well that four-year old Ronnide, ip. 
deed, had to go—but had made up his 
mind rather late. 

Frequently mothers become alarmed 
because the well-trained child sudden; 
begins to have accidents. Is there any. 
thing that can be done about the young. 
ster who just gets too busy with his 
activities to stop and go to the toilet! 

Frankly, no. When a child who is 
dry most of the time wets himself, it 
is better to refer to it as an incidenl 
rather than an accident. It is entirely 
normal, and is therefore to be expected. 

At this age, the child is eagerly en 
gaged in learning all about his new 


| world. He is independent. He can go 


out in the front by himself, he can ride 
his tricycle down the block, he can play 
in the neighbor’s yard. There is a whok 
new world to discover and to explore, 
possibly alone, but probably with a 
buddy. Often there just isn’t time to 
stop and realize that it is eminent that 
he make for the home bathroom, until 
that moment when it is too late. 

This column is not concerned with 
the child who is a victim of enuresis 
(bed wetting) or who wets because of 
an emotional problem. This only cor 
cerns the child who is generally dr, 
and who starts to wet again. 

It is important though that the par 
ent not become alarmed, and make 3 
great issue of this temporary break 
down in control. Threats, shaming, of 
even rewards only tend to make an issue 
out of a situation that the child wil 
probably correct himself after it has 
happened more than once. He will recog: 
nize the warning signs, and reluctantly 
tear himself away from his activity d 
the moment. 

Assure him that he has done nothing 
to be ashamed of, and that all little boys 


and girls have occasional “incidents. 
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KNIT TRICKS. Slick cotton knit that’s long 
look appeal from the top of its casual 
sollar to the tip of its whistie-slim skirt. 
itrast stripes create a fashion-fresh 
lor note; the marvelous arrowhead belt 
ips you in tiny as can be. Red, heather 


grey, black. 

Small (7, 8, 9, 10) 
Medium (11, 12, 13, 14) 
Large (15, 16, 17, 18) 
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Please send me Style 3700Size Color 
PREPAID: Add 30¢ to cover postage and 
handling 
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handling fees. 





_ mirrors, 3) was breaking the car windows with her high heel shoes when poli 





“@heccea2atad 


N FT. LAUDERDALE, FLA., ex-boxer Albert White, sentenced to 20 years in 
prison, denied that he was the ringleader of a band of thieves because, said he, 
“IT can’t even read or write.” 


* * * 


In Winston-Salem, N. C., while 64-year-old Ben Lindsay slept, an ornery robber 
stole from his pockets the $800 he had been saving for nine months for his own 


burial. 
7 4 * 


In Philadelphia, Pa., police stopped hospital cook Wainwright McJetters for 
running a red light, took even a dimmer view of his explanation that he was “going 
home to fix a snack” when they discovered his car carried 20 pounds of ham, 15 
pounds of beef, 144 eggs, 100 pounds of potatoes, 20 pounds of macaroni, 12 pounds 
of coffee, 100 pounds of sugar and 60 lemons. 


* * * 


In Salisbury, Southern Rhodesia, a new bride rushed through wedding reception 
formalities, delivered a bouncing baby boy soon after cutting the cake. 





* ¥ * 


In Chicago, 40-year-old Mrs. Mary Vail sued Chicago Osteopathic Hospital and 
one of its staff physicians for a total of a half million dollars. Reason: their “negli- 
gent, willful and capricious conduct.” during a confinement there, she charged, 
gave her ulcers. 


* * * 





In Washington, D. C., Mrs. Betty Johnson Ferguson asked for an annulment of 
her marriage to Frank Ferguson on grounds that after spending only a part of their 
wedding night with her, he went back to the real wife he had been married t 
since 1953. 
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In Plainfield, N. J., where he was caught siphoning gasoline from a truck, 2 
year-old David F. Campbell explained to police: “I’m unemployed and I 
the gas to look for a job.” 





* * * 







In Detroit, 38-year-old James Ballard denied drunkenness charges with the 
planation: “I wasn’t drunk. I was just sick from being drunk the day befo 







a + * 






In Toledo, Ohio, would-be robber Teddie E. Adams really did need medica 
help when, after luring Dr. Gerald E. Johnson to his home on the pretense of beity 
ill then announcing “This is a stickup, Doc,” the physician shot him in the stom 
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In Jackson, Miss., Wilma Rhodes spotted her boy friends’ car parked in f : 
of another woman’s house and, |) rammed her car into his, 2) ripped off the 












arrived. Said she: “I just got mad.” 
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Too Eager For Love 


(Continued from Page 27) 


That makes you just about old enough, 
period, doesn’t it?” 

I blushed and didn’t say anything, but 
Mary Alice and Mr. Thompson and a cou- 
ple of the others standing around laughed. 

Later, Frank came over to where Mary 
Alice and I were sitting drinking milk 
shakes and said apologetically: “I didn’t 
mean to embarrass you a few minutes ago. 
I guess I should admit that I was just being 
a little fresh.” 

“That’s okay.” Mary Alice cut in. “We 
could use something fresh around here for 
a change.” 

“Mary Alice!” I exclaimed scoldingly. 
Then I said to Frank: “You'll 
excuse Mary Alice. She’s pretty frank at 


have to 
times.” 

“Yeah.” she said. “When you look like 
I do, you can afford to be frank.” 

“You look perfectly fine, Mary Alice, 
doesn’t she Mr. —er, I’m afraid I don’t 
know your name.” 

“Frank Anderson,” he said, smiling and 
staring at me with those deep-set eyes of 
his. “And she sure does look fine,” he 
added, never taking his eyes off me. 

I blushed some more and turned to Mary 
Alice quickly. “Just because you haven’t 
been able to take off that ten pounds 
you're always complaining about doesn’t 
mean that men don’t like you the way you 
are.” I said to her. 

“Tt isn’t ten, it’s fifteen. Oh, oh, there 
I go being frank again. I guess I just can’t 
help saying what I think, whether I’m fat 
or skinny.” 

“Youre not frank, I’m Frank,” Frank 
Anderson said with a smile. 

“Look, we’re smoking your cigarettes,” 
Mary Alice said with a laugh, holding up 
her hand with the smoking cigarette in it, 
“do we have to listen to cornball jokes, 
too.” 

“I apologize again.” Frank said. 

“Is that all you do, Mr. Anderson,” I 
said, “go around selling cigarettes and 
apologizing ?” 

“Now, wait a minute, you two,” he 
smiled, “what have I let myself in for?” 

‘Tm sure I don’t know,” I said, giving 
him the most inviting, flirtatious look that 
I could muster. 

And that was the way it started with 
Frank. He was in our area of the state 
for six weeks, going around to a lot of 
small towns, passing out that new brand 
of cigarettes, making friends with store 
owners and meeting people. We saw a lot 
of each other during that six weeks, going 
for long drives and on picnics and to the 
movies. Pretty soon it seemed like we had 
known each other a lifetime, for I could 


scarcely remember what my life had been 
like before Frank came along, and I did 


not want to think of living on without him. | 


He was the brave prince, charging out of 
the fairy books to rescue me, to take me 
back to his shining castle and me, his 
Suddenly, for the first time I 
thought of being Frank Anderson’s wife, 
and. the 


princess. 


thought was _ frightening—and 
wonderful. 

“Don’t get carried away. Della,” Mary 
Alice said to me one morning, noting the 
dreamy expression in my eyes. “After all. 
Frank Anderson is 


business, another couple of weeks and he'll 


just around here on 


be gone. You’re just a summer romance 
for a traveling salesman, that’s all.” 
“You needn’t be nasty just because 


you're jealous, Mary Alice,” I said sharply. 

“Jealous? Honey, I’m not jealous,” she 
said. “I’m happy for you. But I just don’t 
want to see you wind up with a soggy heart 
or carrying the torch, that’s all.” 

“Thank Miss 
words of advice,” I said sarcastically. 

“Della.” Mary Alice said softly, her voice 
suddenly sounding very solemn, “are you 


you, Lovelorn, for the 


in love with this man?” 
“Yes, I am.” 


“T wish you all the luck in the world,” 


“Yes.” I answered. 


Mary Alice said, and then she got up and 
left. 

“Is Mary Alice leaving?” Mother asked | 
from the kitchen. “I was just taking some | 
of the I thought she 
might be interested, knowing how she likes | 


cookies out oven. 


to eat.” | 

“She’s gone,” I answered. “Anyway. | 
she’s on a diet. And I can put some of the | 
cookies in the picnic basket. Frank will | 
be back in town today and we’re going up | 
to Sandy Point on a beach picnic.” 

“Oh?” Mother said, and I could tell by 
the sound of her voice that the news didn’t 
exactly make her happy. She was silent 
for a minute or two, then she asked: “He 
seems to do an awful lot of traveling. 
Doesn’t he ever stay put?” 

“Not around here he doesn’t,” I said. 
But he isn’t 
He’s from 


“He covers the whole area. 
from these parts anyway. 
Chicago.” 

Mother walked into my room, wiping her 
hands on her apron, and showing the look 
on her face that said she had something on 
her mind. Mother and I had always been 
good friends, and especially so after my 
father died and later when my sister Irene 
had gone away to Nashville to work. There 
were just the two of us at home, except 
when Irene turned up for an unexpected 
visit, and Mother and I got along easily. 
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You can’t beat TAN’s Home Service Sec- 
tion for that personalized feminine approach 
to the latest trends in fashions, beauty and 
modern living. 

Prepared by Home Service Director Freda 
DeKnight, here is a magazine section de- 
signed just for you. 


And it’s here every month in TAN. 
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“T’ve been meaning to ask, Della, but I 
didn’t want you to think I was prying,” 
Mother began. “Frank seems to be so 
much older than you, and you two see so 
much of each other—well, I guess I’m just 
an anxious mother. I’m sure you can take 
care of yourself.” 

I went to Mother and kissed her on the 
cheek. “It’s all right,” I told her. “But 
thanks for worrying about me.” 

Only it wasn’t all right, not really. I 
wanted Frank to ask me to marry him, to 
take me back to Chicago with him. And 
he hadn’t said a word, not about anything 
like that. He didn’t say anything about it 
that day either, although he was all hands 
at the beach. 

“Frank, what am I going to do with 
you!” I protested, wriggling free of his 
grasp for the third time. It was getting too 
cold for me to keep running off into the 
water every time Frank got ambitious. 

“Well,” Frank answered slowly, “you 
could stop fighting me.” 

“Oh, you men,” I said, 
cooling evening air. “Are you all 
beasts, even after you’re married?” 

“Ouch,” Frank said in mock pain. “You 
said a dirty word.” 

“What?” I asked, puzzled. 

“Married,” he said, “that’s what.” 


shivering in the 
such 


“What’s wrong with marriage?” I de- 
manded. 
“Nothing’s wrong with it that being 


single won’t fix,” he said. 

“How do you know it’s so bad?” I asked, 
suddenly feeling the chill seeping through 
my body to my heart. 

“Show me a married man and I'll show 
you a miserable man,” Frank said, his 
mouth curling into that familiar grin. 

“T take it then that you’re not the marry- 
ing kind, Mr. Anderson,” I said, trying to 
keep the icy sound out of my voice. 

“Not yet, anyway,” he replied. Then, 
after looking at me for a few silent mo- 
ments, he added, “But they say the right 
girl can always change a guy’s mind.” 

We looked at each other then, and all at 
once we both burst out laughing. 

Well, I tried. For the next two weeks I 
did everything I could think of to make 
Frank Anderson think I was the right girl 
for him. That is, I did everything but what 
Frank wanted me to do—and we had quite 
a few arguments about what he wanted me 
to do. 

But I wasn’t prepared for the news that 
Mary Alice came in the house with one 
Monday afternoon. 

“Well, I was surprised you weren’t down 
at Thompson’s Drug Store today, or did 
you say your goodbyes privately?” 
to me. 

“What goodbyes? What are you talking 
about?” 

“Tm talking about Frank Anderson 
going back to Chicago.” 

“Going when? He hasn’t left yet, has 
he?” 

“You mean you didn’t know?” Mary 
Alice asked. 


she said 


“He’s supposed to leave in a day or two, 
I know, but—” 

“Well, he said goodbye to Mr. Thompson 
about an hour ago and he had all his stuff 
in his car and took off on Highway 81. J 
thought you knew.” 

I sat stunned for a moment, and then 
Mother, who had heard us talking, walked 
into the room. I looked up and saw her 
looking at me without saying a word, and 
suddenly I burst into tears. 

“Gee, I-—I’m sorry, Della,” 
Alice said. “I didn’t know.” 

“Tt’s all right. baby,” Mother said, com- 
fortingly, putting her arm around me. “Go 
ahead and cry. We understand how it is.” 

But she didn’t understand. Nobody un- 
derstood how it was. 


Mary 


N AYBE I shouldn’t have taken a broken 

summer romance so hard, but there 
didn’t seem to be any other way to take it 
at the time. I settled back into the dull 
routine of life alone at home with Mother, 
helping her bake the pies and cakes and 
cookies that people came from all over the 
county to buy. 

That was how I began to learn what 
Frank Anderson had really been like, from 
Mrs. Edwards over at Greenville who came 
to buy some pastry for a party she was 
giving. 

“You know Lloyd Harris and his wife 
in Greenville, don’t you?” I heard Mrs. 
Edwards ask Mother. 

“Yes,” Mother answered. 
cially like my potato pies.” 

“Well, did you hear about their daugh- 
ter, Maxine?” Mrs. Edwards went on. 
“She got into trouble with a traveling man 


“They espe- 


named Anderson from up North some- 
where. He was just around town for a few 
weeks, in and out. Now he’s gone for good 


and Maxine is expecting and Lloyd Harris 
is about to have a fit.” 

I didn’t hear anything after that. I just 
stumbled out of the house blindly, brush- 
ing away the tears from my eyes. I won- 
dered how many summer fools there had 
been like me. Or worse still—how many 
like Maxine Harris. 

For a long while I had hoped that Frank 
Anderson would write to me. But now | 
hoped I never heard from him again as 
long as I lived. I was lucky. I didn’t. 

But life went on, and three years had 
passed before I realized I hadn’t been in- 
terested in another man since Frank. 
Mother had never said anything to me 
about what Mrs. Edwards had told her, and 
I was grateful for that. But pretty soon 
she began to worry about me staying 
around the house all the time, never going 
out with anybody except Mary Alice. 

“You don’t get out enough, you don't 
see enough young people,” Mother com- 
plained to me. “You’ve got to do some 
thing besides help me all day and go to the 
drug store and movies with Mary Alice.” 

“But Mary Alice and I are good friends, 
Mother,” I said defensively. 
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“Yes, I know. But you have to face the 
fact that Mary Alice doesn’t attract men 
and doesn’t really seem to care whether 
she does or not. Maybe she can wind up a 
satisfied old maid, but I wouldn’t want 
that to happen to you.” 

“Why Mother, are you suggesting that I 
go out and trap a man?” [ teased. 

“No. I’m not suggesting it.” Mother 
smiled. “but that’s the way it’s done.” 

So we laughed about it. But later, when 
I was alone, I thought a lot about it. 
Mother was right. I knew there was more 
to life than the part I was living, and I was 
getting a little restless for it, too. 

Perhaps that’s why I left Mother at home 
with her bakery business and went to work 
at the new tomato canning factory that 
opened up on the edge of town. It had 
brought in a lot of people from all around 
to work. and I felt that I would have a 
chance to make some new friends. 

And. I was right. I did meet a lot of nice 
people, but they were just people. There 
was nobody special, and life for me did not 
change appreciably. 

Then a truck driver named Claude Mor- 
ris crossed my path one day, and life did 
begin to change: I had somebody to hate. 
I guess the thing wrong with Claude Mor- 
ris was that he acted a lot like Frank 
Anderson without having Frank’s big good 
looks. Claude was shorter than Frank, 
and broader. And his ready mouth, instead 
of crinkling into a handsome smile or deep 
laugh, just dissolved into a silly sort of lop- 
sided grin. His hair was close-cropped, and 
his features were not at all like Frank’s. 

Still, Claude Morris had the nerve to be 
brash. The first time I saw him was the 


«day he came into the part of the factory 


where I was working. He was looking for 
the shipping foreman about something, but 
all at once he looked at me with that foolish 
grin and said: “Well, the scenery sure is 
prettier in here than it is out there in the 
garage.” 

I guess maybe that should have been 
some sort of compliment, but I just looked 
at him standing there staring, and some- 
how I saw him as a cheap copy of Frank 
Anderson. 

“Nice day, isn’t it, ladies?” he said, tip- 
ping his hat. A couple of the girls giggled 
and spoke. but I didn’t say anything. In 
fact, I guess I shot him a kind of dirty 
look. 

He studied me for a minute, and then he 
walked over real close to me and said 
softly: “They advertise a lot on television, 
Ma’m, about stuff you can take on morn- 
ings when you feel all out of sorts.” 

That tore it. 

“Look,” I snapped, “I don’t know who 
you are or what you’re doing here, but I’ve 
got work to do and I should think you 
would have, too, so suppose you just blast 
off.” 

“Whooee! I sure hope they don’t grow 
these tomatoes as sour as they grow some 
of the help around here,” he said. Then 
he gave that silly grin and walked away. 


The girls all looked at me real funny, 
but I turned back to my work and nobody 
said anything. 


T DIDN’T SEE HIM again for a week. 

It was lunchtime in the factory cafeteria 
and I was eating with some of the girls 
when he came over and sat right down be- 
At first, I didn’t notice who he 
was, but when I did, I guess the surprise 
must have shown on my face just as he 
happened to look at me. He was a little 
surprised, too, I think, but he played it 
straight. 

“Fate is like this,” he said. “Sometimes 
two people just get thrown together.” He 
paused for a moment, then, with a jerking 
motion of his head over his shoulder he 
added: “There didn’t seem to be any other 
seats.” 

I looked around me, and the cafeteria 
did seem to be awfully crowded. But I 
didn’t say anything. 

“We truck drivers aren’t so bad. really,” 
he went on. “A little ugly perhaps, but 
then you get used to that.” 

“Do I have to get used to it?” I asked 
curtly. 

He looked at me for a long minute, then. 
without taking another bite, he stood up, 
picked up his tray and walked away. He 
left the cafeteria without eating. 

The rest of my dinner didn’t taste so 
good to me, either. 

It was four days later before I could find 
him in the cafeteria. and even then there 
wasn’t a seat near him at first. So I sat as 


side me. 


close by as I could and waited hopefully. 
Luckily, a man sitting across from him 
got up and I gathered up my coffee and 
pie and scooted over. 

When he saw me sitting down across 
from him. he threw up both hands and de- 
clared: “Look, lady, you win. You stuck 
the knife in deep. You don’t have to come 
around now and twist the handle.” 

“T didn’t come to twist the handle,” I 
said quickly. “I came to say I’m sorry. I 
acted awfully nasty for no reason at all.” 

“Humph!” he grunted. “I guess I have 
you mistaken for somebody else. It couldn’t 
be the same girl.” 

“I’m the same girl, all right.” I told 
him, smiling. “I’ve just found my man- 
ners, that’s all.” 

“Well, now,” he said, rearing back in his 
chair and looking me up and down. “May- 
be we should drink a cup of coffee on that.” 

“T’ve already got coffee.” I told him. 

“Then maybe after work,” he said. 

I shook my head and sipped my coffee. 

We talked a little after that. He told me 
what his name was and I told him mine, 
and we talked about the factory and the 
things we liked about it and the things we 
didn’t like. But I wouldn’t let him buy me 
coffee after work. 

Actually, I guess I still didn’t like 
Claude much. Not that he wasn’t pretty 
nice when you really got to talking to him, 
but it was just that, well, somehow he still 
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reminded me of Frank Anderson. Maybe 
all men did, when I got right down to it. 


But CLAUDE was persistent. He sought 
me out in the cafeteria whenever he 
wasn’t on the road with a truckload of to- 
matoes, and while I tried my best not to 
encourage his attentions. I had to laugh 
at some of the things he said and did some- 
times. And it was nice to have a man show- 
ing some interest. 

Oh, not that some of the other men 
around the plant didn’t show interest, but 
they didn’t make any bones about just what 
their interest was. Besides, most of them 
were crude-talking and rough-acting. 

“You know what the trouble with you 
is?” Claude said to me one day at lunch. 
“The trouble with you is you think men 
are something girls should avoid, while 
really it’s the other way around. Ever since 
the beginning of time, men and women 
have been getting as close together as 
possible.” 

“So what else is new?” I asked dryly. 

“T'll tell you what’s new, in case you 
haven’t heard. We’re having a big picnic. 
The whole company is taking a day off to 
go on a binge in the woods. Barbecue, hot 
dogs, hamburgers, deviled fried 
chicken, potato salad, Jemonade—you 
know, the works. Now, because of this age- 
old custom of males and females getting 
together, most everybody is sorta pairing 
off for the event. And, 
and me hate each other worse than any 


oos 
eggs, 


seeing as how you 


other two humans here, I thought that 
should give us something in common. You 


know, make us a good pair.” 

“T don’t hate you, Claude,” I 
ing at him evenly. 

“Well, then, why don’t we go to the 
picnic together to celebrate that fact?” he 
said. 

I looked at him for a moment. 
been a long time 

“All right,” I said at last. 


said, look- 


It had 





so very long. 


“We'll go.” 


HE PICNIC was a lot of fun. Claude 

-won the sack race and drove in the 
winning run in the softball game and ate 
like a horse. 
potato pie he told me: 
my time on you, 
courting your mother all these weeks if 
she makes pie like this.” 

“T can make pie like this, too,” I told 
him. “I used to help her all the time. In 
fact, I still do.” 

“Really, now,” he said. 
in addition to being pretty, you can cook?” 

I blushed. “I can cook,” I said. 

“Well, who’s the official sampler around 
the place with all that cooking going on?” 
Claude wanted to know. 

“There isn’t any,” I said. 

“Then I apply for the job,” he said. 

And he got it, too. He met Mother when 
he took me home that night, and they liked 
each other immediately. After that, Mother 


After his second piece of 
“T’ve been wasting 


gal. I should have been 


“You mean that 





was always encouraging me to have. him 
drop in for dinner, or was sending ‘him 
some of her pie or cake. Pretty soon, 
Claude Morris became a familiar sight 
around our house. 

I had to admit that I was beginning to 
like the idea: a man around the house, one 
who knew how to fix drippy faucets and 
balky kitchen sinks. A man’s strength and 
laughter in our house was indeed a strange, 
delightful sound. 

The shelter of his arms was nice too, as 
I gradually found out. Six months before, 
romance with Claude Morris would have 
seemed repulsive. But the first night that 
he took me in his arms and kissed me. there 
was nothing else in the world I would have 
rather happen. 

“I’ve wanted to do that for so long,” he 
said. a pleading look of forgiveness on his 
face. 

Impulsively I kissed him again. And 
then I realized for the first time that his 
face was not the rough, coarse countenance 
it had once seemed to me to be. Indeed, 
he was handsome. I guess I knew I loved 
him that night. 

The sudden knowledge of my _ love 
changed everything, as far as I was con- 
Now I knew why I was alive, and 
I knew why a man’s presence in our house 
brought such magic. It was a magic to be 
desired for a lifetime. 

And I was sure that this was the way it 
would be with Claude and I. He would ask 
me to marry him and I would say yes and 
we would settle down right at home. It 
wouldn’t be like it was with Frank Ander- 
son. No, Claude wasn’t really like Frank 
at all. 

Only, as time went on, I began to won- 
der. Claude and I saw as much of each 
other as his trucking schedule permitted, 
but that one question I had waited so long 

first from Frank, then from 
never came. Even a year after we 


Claude 


cerned. 


to hear 
Claude, 
had been going together steadily, 
had not asked me to marry him. 
On the other hand, he had not asked for 
anything else, either, in contrast to what 
Frank had done. Claude wasn’t all hands 
when we were alone, although sometimes 
when we kissed I became aware of a pas 
sion within him that threatened to burst 
through to the surface. There would be a 
longing in his eyes that silently told how 
much he wanted me, how deep was his love. 
But still he never asked me, and with 
each passing week my desperation became 
acute. I wasn’t getting any younger, and I 
didn’t feel that I could go through another 
broken romance, not when I loved so com- 
pletely. Mother was a little concerned, too. 
I knew that she loved Claude like a son, 
and she wished us married as much as I. 
It was Mary Alice who got right to the 
point one evening. “Listen, Della, why 
don’t you just put it to Claude straight. 
After all, he’s been coming here eating 
your food and taking up your time for over 
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a year now. You have a right to expect 

certain things, if nothing more than to 

know just what his intentions are or where 
you stand with him? And, if he won’t come 
right out and say, then ask him.” 

So I asked him, and I was sorry as soon 
as I had done it. Claude did not present 
the brash defense that Frank Anderson 
had put up. Instead, he seemed to almost 
be in real physical pain as he squirmed, 
hedged in his answers, and, after telling me 
how much he loved me, managed somehow 
to change the subject. 

It was then that Frank Anderson’s words 
came back to haunt me: They say the right 
girl can always change a guy’s mind. May- 
be that was it. No man wanted to give up 
his bachelorhood. A woman had to make 
up his mind for him. But I had tried with 
Frank, hadn’t I, and it hadn’t worked. Yes, 
but Claude was different. But hadn’t I 
done everything I could? No, not quite. 
But what about Maxine Harris? Hadn’t 
she done everything and wound up holding 
the bag? Yes, but again, Claude was dif- 
ferent. 

I argued with myself most of the night, 
and when I finally fell asleep, it was a 
troubled sleep. 

Three days later, Mother got the tele- 
gram about Aunt Laura. “She’s very sick,” 
Mother told me. “I'll have to go to her. I 
tried to call your sister, Irene, and tell her. 
Laura is her favorite aunt. But Irene 
wasn’t in so I left a message. Maybe she’ll 
call you.” 

That evening Claude and I drove Mother 
to the bus station. “I’ll be back as soon as 
I can,” she said. “I'll telephone you in a 
day or two to give you some idea how long 
I'll be gone.” 

It was pouring down rain when Claude 
and I got back to my house. “Come on in 
and have some coffee and potato pie to 
warm you up,” I invited. 

“You sure know what to bait a trap 
with,” Claude said, laughing. 

And I wondered silently: Do 1? 

The chill air outside, the rain on the 
roof, the quiet warmth inside with Claude 
beside me on the sofa, sipping coffee; these 
were the precious moments. And suddenly 
I knew I wanted them often, always. 

“Oh, Claude,” I cried softly, and went 
into his arms, almost making him spill his 
coffee, 

There were few words between us. It 
was not a time for words. And this time, 
when I felt the passion in Claude’s breath 
in my ear, when I saw the longing in his 
eyes, I did not let him pull away as he had 
always done before. I didn’t because I, 
too, felt the passion and the longing. And 
when he lifted me off the sofa and carried 
me up the stairs, I thought of nothing in 
the world but us and our love. 


] COULD NOT identify the sound that 


awoke me from my deep sleep the next 
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I only remember sitting up in 
bed, aware of a sound in the house. Quickly 
[ glanced at Claude, sleeping soundly be- 
me, and suddenly there was a knock 
de my bedroom and the door was flung 


Isn’t anybody up around here? What’s 
fg on _” 
It was my sister Irene! 
What—what 
I managed to gasp. 
Well, I got a message that Mother had 
lled long distance about somebody being 
nd I wasn’t sure just what—” She 
pped in mid-sentence, staring at Claude 
is stirring beside me, looking sleepy- 


are you doing 


[rene 


ved at Irene. 

[his is my sister, Irene,” I told Claude 
ly. wishing for all the world that 

[ was having some kind of bad dream. 
ere was complete silence in the room 
r what seemed to be an eternity. Then 
ddenly Claude stuck out his hand. “Well, 
ister Irene,” he proclaimed proudly. “Del- 
la has sure told me plenty about you. I 
hope you don’t mind having such an ugly 


brother 


in-law.” 

Why, Della, you didn’t tell me,” Irene 
said, the look of shock on her face slowly 
turning to one of happy bewilderment. 

[ was too stunned to speak. 

“Well, actually it’s sort of a surprise for 
everybody,” Claude went on quickly. “Del- 
la and I had been intending to do it quietly 
d a church crowd and all, so when 
nother took off to take care of your 
Aunt Laura in Calumet we just—” 

Mother isn’t here?” Irene asked, look- 

at me with suspicion creeping back 


her face. 
put her on the bus last night,” I 
said. “Aunt Laura is very sick.” 
Oh,” Irene said quietly. 
Della, maybe you ought to fix Irene 
yreak fast. 
Claude said. 
yes.” I said, getting out of bed and 
for my robe. 
H [ ever made it through that morn- 
[il never know. Even with my back 
to her, I could feel Irene’s eyes 
into me, questioning. But Claude 
atural enough, and that helped a 


She must be hungry,” 


when Irene went into Mother’s 
take a nap, I whispered desper- 
» Claude: “What'll we do, Claude? 
Ho n earth can we pretend—” 

He kissed me quickly. “Shhh! Now 
calm down, pick up the phone and tell 

mother the good news.” 

“But Claude,” I protested. “It’s bad 
To tell Mother a lie only 
ike it worse.” 

t telling her will make it worse,” he 

iid. “Don’t you see, Della, this is the only 
way. Now call and tell your mother. 
Meanwhile, I'll beat it down town and buy 


” 
you a ring. 


enougn 


now. 


56 


So I telephoned Aunt Laura’s house in 
Calumet and told Mother. She was so 
happy, even though she didn’t understand 
why Claude and I didn’t tell her we were 
going to get married. Aunt Laura was 
doing fairly well, Mother said, and she ex- 
pected to come home within a week. When 
I hung up the phone, I broke into tears. 

Irene decided to go on to Calumet to see 
Aunt Laura rather than stay at home. and 
I was glad to have her out of the house. 

“What can we do now,” I asked Claude. 

“There’s nothing we can do,” he said. 
“We have to stick it out.” 

“There’s one thing we can do,” I said 
bitterly. “We could really get married, 
Claude.” 

He dropped his eyes from me and didn’t 
say anything. “I’d better get down to the 
plant.” he said finally. “They'll be won- 
dering why I didn’t come to work today. 
I—TI’ll tell them we’re taking a few days 
off for a honeymoon.” 

It certainly was no honeymoon. I slept 
at home while Claude went back to his 
room each night. He would come to the 
house each day and I would cook, but we 
had little to say to each other. 

The toughest part was when Mother 
came home. We met her at the station, 
and when we got home Claude and I real- 
ized we would have to share the same bed- 
room. 

Each night after that, I went to bed un- 
easily, waiting for the touch in the dark- 
ness that I would fling away. But it never 
came. Claude lay so very still beside me, 
as if he were hardly alive. 

And the days were difficult; days of pre- 
tending we were newlyweds so much in 
love. We tried hard, but I think Mother 
must have felt something was wrong. 

I was glad when the day came for Claude 
to make one of his long trips on the road. 
He would be gone three days, he said, and 
at last I breathed a sigh of relief. Yet, I 
dreaded the questions Mother might ask in 
the days we were alone. 

But the three days passed and Mother 
asked no questions. Then another day 
passed, and another. On the sixth day, I 
asked the shipping foreman when he ex- 
pected Claude to come back. 

“Well, the truth is that husband of yours 
was due back three days ago. I'd like to 
know where he is myself.” 

So that was it! Claude had gone. A 
drifter, in and out, making hay while the 
sun shined, striking while the iron was hot. 
So that was Claude Morris—just like 
Frank Anderson. I should have known! 
And now I wondered: Would I end up like 
Maxine Harris. Certainly in a few more 
days I would know. 


But WHEN I faced Mother that evening, 


I knew at last that I couldn’t wait a 


few more days to tell her the awful truth, 
Through tears of remorse, I sobbed out the 
story of our deception, of how I had thrown 
myself at Claude, and how Irene had come 
in and how we had lied. 

“Tt was a terrible, terrible thing to do,” 
I cried, burying my head in her lap. 

Mother didn’t say anything. She just 
rocked back and forth, stroking my hair, 

“But he’s gone, Mother, and it’s all over, 
It'll always be over for me,” I said bitterly, 

Just then, I heard the front door open. 
And in walked Claude. as bold as you 
please. He took one look at us and then 
heaved a deep sigh. 

“Well,” he said slowly, “I guess I’m too 
late for the explanations.” 

“Yes, you are,” I told him evenly. “So 
now you can start knocking again before 
you come in, only you don’t have to come 
around any more.” 

“I know how you feel, Della,” he said. 
And then, looking at Mother, he added: 
“T can’t say I know how you feel, Mom. 
After all, you’re a mother, and it’s your 
child. But I never meant for things to hap- 
pen this way, honest. And I’ve done the 
best I could to right them.” 

“What do you mean, done the best you 
could?” I asked angrily. 

A pained expression crossed Claude's 
face before he went on. “I —I didn’t want 
to tell you.” he said finally, “but I was 
married—a long time before. I had been 
separated for more than a year when I 
came here. And then I met you, Della. 
Well, my wife had never been willing to 
give me a divorce. Said she never would 
because I walked out on her after catch- 
ing her with another man, a man who 
wouldn’t take her either when he had the 
chance. She was so mad with him for that 
she took it out on me. Said I embarrassed 
her. But I went back to see her on this 
last trip. It took a lot of arguing and yell- 
ing. I even had to threaten to hit her—can 
you imagine me doing that—to get her to 
sign the divorce papers I had a lawyer send 
her almost a year ago, when I realized I 
loved you and wanted to marry you. Della.” 

It was awfully quiet in the room. 

“Well, she signed them. And now I can 
marry you, if you'll have me. I love you. 
Della. I always have. Maybe that isn't 
enough for you, not now. or maybe it isn’t 
enough for you, Mom, but—” 

Mother was looking at him with tears 
in her eyes. “If the Lord can find it within 
Him to forgive, and I’m sure He can, I 
guess I can, too,” she said. 

Claude looked back at me. “And you, 
Della?” 

“Yes, Claude,” I said through my own 
tears. “That’s good enough for me.” 

With Claude Jr. and Little Mary Alice 
running through the house, I am proud of 
our marriage now. But how much more 
pride there would be if we had not been 


THE END 


too eager for love. 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 15) 


of the group was Ethel Eyler, understudy 
to Lena Horne. 


Producers of the new Rodgers and 
Hammerstein musical Flower Drum Song 
scheduled for a fall opening on Broadway, 
signed Juanita Hall, who created the role 
of Bloody Mary in South Pacific, for a 
starring role before the book was com- 
pleted. The rest of the cast will be entirely 
Oriental. 


Singer Ed Townsend, who has com- 
posed tunes for Nat Cole, Bull Moose Jack- 
son, and Gogi Grant, 
recording hit, For Your Love, says that as 
soon as he manages to get together $25.000 
he'll return to law school. 


as well as his own 


Seven-foot-plus Wilt (The Stilt) 
Chamberlain incorporated himself before 
joining the famous Harlem Globetrotters. 
His new working title: Big Dipper, Inc. 


The Four Step Brothers, who have 
been dancing for more years than most of 
us can remember, 
than dancing for obvious reasons. 


now do more comedy 


Pretty Harlem model, Harlean Har- 
ris, who is currently “sending” singer Sam 
Cooke, is also sending out station breaks 
over radio station WOV. 


Champ Sugar Ray Robinson _ in- 
vaded Hollywood recently (on his 
arrival a parade was held and it isn’t even 
his hometown ) . to give movie moguls 
achance to see how the drama lessons he’s 
been os have taught him to handle 
himself . that is, to walk, talk, etc. 
When ie movie career begins his Sugar- 
ship doesn’t wish to be typed as a fighter. 


The heavy volume of fan mail for 
Harlem’s top glamour-boy actor-model Hal 
DeWindt hasn’t been affected one bit since 
his secret marriage was revealed. The gals 
are now writing asking for a picture of 
Mrs. DeWindt so they can “see what he 
picked for a wife.” 


They’re saying that Clara Ward, 
who has been in the business for 25 years, 
is being considered for a stage role (Broad- 
way, of course) in which she would portray 
the world’s greatest gospel singer. 


Doctors booked comedian Mantan 
Moreland into Grand View on the Hudson 
(a Jewish convalescent home) for two 
weeks to recuperate from his recent heart 
attack, The management picked up the 
option and extended his stay for two weeks 
more—on the house—because Mantan was 
fun to have around; in fact, better than 
any therapy for the other patients. 













Take this proven advice from 
Count Basie and Sarah Vaughan 


atural-Looking 


is always yours with 


eee 





~ 


Perma-Strate. 


The Original, Cold Permanent Cream Hair Straightener 


Use the finest! ... the world’s largest seller 

. Perma-Strate Cream Hair Straightener! 
It’s the proven formula that never burns, 
never irritates, never discolors your hair. One 
creamy application lasts 3 months and long- 
er... lets you easily comb, dress, or wave 
your hair in any style. A complete kit in one 
package, including Perma Shampoo and the 
new, fast-acting Perma-Strate N-77 Neutral- 
izer. Only $2.00 plus tax at druggists. 


If druggist can't supply, write 
Perma-Strate, 271 Vance, Memphis, Tenn. 


Straight Hair 


that’s soft and easy-to-manage 
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plus postage c rite 
ELLIS RAND CO. 
2349 Milwaukee Avenue 
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MANCATCHER (Brand) PERFUME 
ONLY $2.98 





Try a few drops of MAN- 
CATCHER—a little behind 
your ears . . . on your wrists 

a wee bit in some Special 
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NURSING 


Learn at Home 
in Spare Time 


lace. It may give you, too, 
that wonderful feeling all over. 
This potent powerful, exotic 
perfume can give you that 
extra something you need for 
success in love and marriage 

. that sweetness, that all 
men like. You will never want 
to be without it. : 
It’s irresistible! Men love girls who are feminine. 
are more often drawn by the potent fragrance of good per- 
fume that makes you seem different from other girls... 
they will want to be around you. So order MANCATCHER 
NOW! When postman delivers this amazing brand of per- 
fume, deposit only $2.98 plus C.O.D. handling charges 
(3 for $7.00). FREE FOR PROMPT ACTION—Bottle 
of Chinese Brand Floor Wash (Green) makes the home 
smell sweet and pleasant—chases away foul, evil smelling 
odors in the house. ORDER NOW!! 


PERFUME PRODUCTS CO. 
8016 W. Van Buren St., Chicago 12, Ii. 
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Make good money—enjoy a wonderful career, full- 
time or part-time—as a practical nurse, nurse’s 
aide, hospital attendant, by nurse, nurse-com- 
panion, doctor’s office nurse, etc. Big demand. 
Course supervised by doctor. Thousands success- 
ful. For men and women, 18 to 60, beginners and 
experienced. High school not required. Earn while 
you learn. Certificate and Nurse’s Pin awarded. 
FIRST LESSON FREE! Most complete home- 
study course in nursing ever offered—now at new 
low cost. Easy payments. Trial plan. Mail coupon 
for FREE first lesson TODAY! 
SS SS SS SSS SS SS SSS eee eee eee 
LOUISE PETERSEN, Registrar, Career Institute 
Dept. N-7710, 30 East Adams St., Chicago 3, Ill. 


Please mail free first lesson and full information. 
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I Married A Stranger 


(Continued from Page 25) 


caiety for me. Life was wonderful when 
[ was with Bruce. I felt like Snow White 
story book princess. 

[ was in another world as Bruce skated 

track with me for the introduc- 

lhe audience that was slowly filing 

into their seats was just one sea of color 
did a half turn around the track. 

Play this like it was a regular game.” 


onto the 


B said. “Do your darndest.” 
My big moment came during the close 


girl’s twelve-minute period, when 

team was leading by only one point. 

[ was able by heavy blocking, to keep the 

ng team from scoring and we won 
yreliminary game. 

Good girl!” Bruce said, putting his arm 
i1round me in full view of the whole team. 
says you're a cinch for a job.” 

| changed in a fervor of delight and made 
m 2y out front to watch the regular 

I became worried after the referee 
twice about unnecessary 
roughness. Near the end of the first half, 
Bruce drew a ten dollar fine for fighting. 
[he school taught that roughness is not 

ary for good defense. Once I saw 
Bruce hit a man high on the neck after the 
ad been won, 

[ forgot all that though, when Bruce 
parked in front of the house and took me 
His kisses grew more pas- 
ionate as he held me so close the lithe 
strength of his hard body hurt me. I could 
feel myself slipping into forgetfulness. I 

yush him away with weak, unwilling 


warned Bruce 


In hil arms. 


Come on, honey.” He was breathing 
Don’t freeze on me now, I’m nuts 
ou.” 
’ I said faintly, keeping away from 
trong, seeking arms. “We can’t go 
on like this.” 
got to have you and I’m not the 
kind.” Bruce said hoarsely. “Let’s 
married.” 
rried!” That was what I had been 
x to hear. Now I felt free to throw 
to his arms and my mouth met his 
We were both breathless, when 
[ broke away and lay back in his arms. 


darling, when shall we be mar- 


“I’m in the mood, how about tonight?” 
ed 

[ laughed, feeling bubbly and happy in- 
ide at his eagerness. “That’s a little soon. 
[ll have to tell Mom.” 

“T don’t have any folk worth mention- 
g.”” He replied shortly. 
For a moment I felt rebuffed, then 
shrugged it off. After all I was marrying 
Bruce, not his family, I told myself. 

Bruce came to the door with me instead 
ving away as usual when I got out of 
the car. I thought he just couldn’t leave 
it I soon saw that he still hoped to 
persuade me to go away with him that 


me, D 


~~— 


JO 


night. He pulled me to him, pinning my 
arms at my sides, kissing me between 
words. 

“Let’s get back in the car and take off.” 
He said between gritted teeth. 

His kisses made me long to give in, but 
something held me back. I knew I owed 
Mom and Pop more than that, even if they 
were too bossy. Bruce let me go when I told 
him I would talk to them in the morning. 

I'll never forget the scene at the break- 
fast table the next morning. I waited until 
we had finished eating. 

“Mom,” I said, “Bruce asked me to 
marry him last night.” 

“Married!” Mom gasped, stopping mid- 
way to the sink. “You?” 

“T like that.” I said angrily. “You say 
that as though you never expected any one 
to want to marry me.” 

“No, Sue.” Mom set the dishes down 
carefully before she spoke. “Sue. darling, 
we only want your happiness, but we’re not 
sure—” 

“Not sure, nuts!” I yelled. “You just 
don’t want to understand. I love Bruce and 
I’m going to marry him whether you like 
it or not.” 

“Sue!” Pop said firmly. “I expect you 
to show more respect for your mother. 
Lower your voice please.” 

“You’re not my father and I don’t have 
to mind you. I’m tired of you following 
me around. Leave me alone!” 

Pop stared at me as though he had never 
seen me before. I didn’t mean to hurt him, 
but I was furious. Even though Pop had 
always been kind to me, I couldn’t let any- 
thing come between Bruce and me. 

Mom’s face flushed. “You apologize to 
Pop before I forget you’re a big girl.” 

Already sorry for what I had said, I 
mumbled, “I’m sorry,” and dropped back 
into my chair. 

“We want you to be happy and that 
means having a home of your own, but we 
also want to be sure you’re marrying a man 
who is right for you. We don’t think Bruce 
is that man.” Mom sat 
“You're blinded by what you think is love 
and by a pair of broad shoulders and dark 
eyes. We can’t seem to talk to you any- 
more.” 

“There isn’t anything to talk about.” I 
answered. “I’ve told you. I love Bruce 
and he loves me. What else is there to 
talk about?” 

“Lots of things,” Mom answered, still 
in that deadly calm voice she only used 
when she was terribly upset. “Regard- 
less of the little things that tell us—” She 
hesitated a moment, “that tell us Bruce 
comes from an entirely different environ- 
ment than yours. We need to know more 
about him than just his appearance, who 
his people are, a little about his past, and 


down heavily. 





certainly, what his plans are for your fy. 
ture.” 

“Did your folk give Daddy the third de. 
gree when you got married?” I asked, mad 
clear through again. 

“No, but I wish they had.” Mom said 
bitterly. 

I looked at her in astonishment. “What 
do you mean?” 

“Just that,” she said flatly. “Your father 
was a wonderful athlete, but a complete 
failure as a husband and father. He was 
headstrong, selfish and a big show-off. He 
killed himself on a foolish dare.” Mom 
shook her head as though the memory 
still hurt. “I thought it best to let you 
think he was wonderful, but I see that was 
a mistake.” 

I was so shocked at what Mom said that 
for a moment I forgot my own troubles. | 
felt sick; the daddy I had bragged about 
a cheap dare-devil! Then I thought Mom 
must be saying that to make me give up 
Bruce. I looked at her. Her eyes met mine 
squarely. No, Mom never lied to me. | 
began to cry. This was more than I could 
bear right now. 

Pop spoke gently. “Be reasonable, Sue, 
your mother’s not asking much of you. If 
Bruce doesn’t have anything to hide, he’ll 
tell us more about himself. Surely you can 
see that we worry about turning you over 
to a complete stranger?” 

“He hasn’t got anything to hide. You're 
just saying that. He’ll tell you if I ask him 
to and even if he doesn’t, I’m still going 
to marry him.” I ran to my room crying 
hard. 

In a few minutes someone knocked on 
my door, but I didn’t answer. Then I felt 
Pop’s rough hands on my head. 

“Sue, baby.” He hadn’t called me that 
for a long time. It made the tears run 
afresh. “Your mother is right when she 
says you have been blinded. You don't 
want to see the little thi.gs we notice; the 
lack of courtesy, taste, and good manners. 
Maybe little things to you now, but in time 
you'll come to hate them.” 

“You're wasting your 
mumbled into my pillow. 

“T know.” Pop sighed. “You don’t real- 
ize now. that I love you as my own child 
and that I have been your real father not 
the man you never knew.” He patted my 
shoulder, rubbing a little as he used to do 
when I was little. “It’s love that brings 
people close together, Sue. Not the acci- 
dent of birth. Your mother is crying too, 
because she loves you she wants you to be 
happy. yet has to be sure it will be a last- 


breath,” I 


ing happiness.” 

I raised my aching head from a wet pil- 
low. “Can’t you realize Bruce loves me? 
He wants me to be happy, too.” 

I buried my head again. I couldn’t make 
them understand. After a while I heard 
him go away. 


N Y EYES were still a little red when 
~"* Bruce picked me up at 6:30 to see the 
final game of the series. It was a rough 
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one. 'The teams were tied in the series and 
the winner tonight got the big money, so 
there was some hard blocking and several 
bad fights. Bruce drew several warnings 
and two sessions in the penalty box for 
roughness. In the last quarter of the first 
half, Bruce tripped an opponent and I saw 
him kick the boy in the ribs with his skates. 
The referee saw it too, and Bruce was 
thrown out of the game. 

His face was dark with anger when he 
came from the dressing room. “I’ve had 
it.” he growled as we walked to the car. 

“That’s nothing,”-I assured him. “Most 
of the players get thrown out once in a 
while.” 

“Yeah,” he said angrily. 
sure. But I’ve been suspended.” 

That shocked me for a minute. “You can 
get on another team.” I said hopefully. 

“It’s not easy with a suspension against 
you. He said. “No I think I'll be moving 
on.” 

My heart reached bottom. 
What do you mean?” 

“I mean what I said, baby. Coming with 
me?” He sat still making no 
touch me. 

I didn’t know what to think. This wasn’t 
the tender, loving Bruce I thought I knew. 
I felt a little afraid of him. All at once he 
stepped on the starter and roared the 
motor, then looked at me. “Well?” He 
asked. 

“When are you leaving?” 
uncertainly. 

“Tonight. 
of questions either. 
or you don’t.” 

I was stunned. “Bruce I couldn’t do 
that. I’d have to tell Mom.” 

He shut off the motor and reached for 
me. In his arms, I lost my fear and knew 
only that I couldn’t live without Bruce. 

“Baby,” he said hoarsely, “I can’t go 
without you. I honestly tried to, but I can’t. 
Ihave to have you.” His hands were send- 


“Thrown out. 


“Move on? 


move to 


I stammered 


And I’m not answering a lot 
You either marry me 


ing tingles up and down my spine. His 
mouth was hot and insistent on mine. “Let’s 


go pick up our duds and be on our way.” 

“Tll tell Mom and then we’ll go. She’ll 
have to let me go.” I said anxiously. 

He shoved me roughly away. “I'll take 
you home to mama and be on my way.” He 
started the car and whirled out of the lot on 
two wheels. He sat like a stone, hunched 
over the wheel, driving like crazy. I guess 
he was crazy, crazy mad. He looked at his 
watch when we reached home. 

“I’m leaving in exactly two hours. If you 
change your mind, call.” He roared away. 

Mom heard me crying and came into my 
room. She listened while I told her Bruce 
was going away without me. She could 
have said, “I told you so.” But she didn’t. 
All she said was, “I’m glad you made up 
your own mind about going with him.” 

“I don’t want to talk about it any more.” 
Tcried. “Leave me alone.” 

As the numbness wore off, I began to 
think. My heart felt like a big empty 
drum. Poor Bruce, he needed me as much 
as I needed him. I wondered if he might 

















You can’t really enjoy life when you 
are dragged down by the awful itch- 
ing misery of ugly rashes, eczema, 
pimples or tetter. But nowadays you 
don’t have to go on that way. Mil- 
lions of people have proved it. They 
have discovered the happy secret and 
the true meaning of “SKIN SUCCESS.” 


This famous skin medicine contains 
eleven important medical ingredi- 
ents, combined in a special way. 
That’s why it can do so much to help 
your troubled skin feel good again— 
fast. You'll say it works like magic! 








“SKIN-SUCCESS”’ 





Eczema? Rashes? 
Teen-Age Pimples? 





Famous “Success” Medicine 
Works Like Magic on the 
Awful Itching Distress 


Only “SKIN SUCCESS” Ointment gives 
your skin the full benefit of that 
great skin-prescription formula, 
scientifically tested by a well-known 
doctor. There’s just nothing like 
it! Only 35¢. The economical 75¢ 
size contains four times as much. 


COMPLEXION SECRET 
The deep-acting foamy medication of 
gentle “SKIN SUCCESS” SOAP clears 
your skin as it combats the surface 
germs that spread ugly blemishes, 
and cause perspiration odors. 
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So many mothers advise— 


SWEETEN THE STOMACH 
TO SWEETEN THE CHILD! 





(e Gentle laxative also sweetens 
= {9x upset stomach! Works overnight, 


LY eh without interrupting sleep, play! 


When constipation sours little stomachs, 
youngsters act up because they feel miser- 
able, can’t eat or sleep right. Syrup of 
Black-Draught gives amazing two-way 
relief! (1) Relieves constipation overnight. 
(2) Helps sweeten sour stomach at same 
time. Digestion and disposition improve! 








Syrup of Black-Draught tastes honey- 
sweet. Children love it. Made of Nature’s 
pure vegetable herbs, thorough but gentle. 
Given at bedtime, “timed” to work over- 
night—without harsh griping, without 
urgency! Relieves constipation first thing 
in morning. Helps sweeten upset stomach 
too. Children sleep away those constipa- 
tion worries. Next day laugh, play! Get 
Syrup of Black-Draught today. 


Try regular Black-Draught in Powder or 
ADULTS Granulated form, or new easy-to-take Tablets! 
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Do You Make These 
Mistakes in English? 


MANY PERSONS say ‘“‘between you 
and I’’ instead of “between you and 
me’’—or use ‘‘who” for ‘“‘whom.” 
Every time you speak or write you 
show what you are. Mistakes in Eng- 
lish reveal lack of education, refine- 
ment. Real command of English will 
help you reach any goal. 

Only 15 minutes a day with Sher- 
win Cody’s famous invention—and 
you can actually SEE your English 
improve. It teaches by HABIT— 
makes it easier to adopt the right way. Wonderful self- 
correcting lessons. Lack of language power may be 
costing you thousands of dollars every year. FREE 
BOOK. See what Mr. Cody’s method can do for you; 
it costs nothing to find out. Write now for free book, 
‘“‘How You Can Master Good English in 15 Minutes 
a Day.’’ Sherwin Cody Course in English, 22910 Central 
Drive, Port Washington, N. Y. (No salesman will call.) 
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THE NEXT 
MEDICAL MILESTONE— 
CONQUEST 
OF CANCER? 


In a few short years we’ve 
seen the discovery of antibiotics, 
new wonder drugs for 
tuberculosis, a vaccine for polio. 
We will see the conquest 
of cancer, too, if people 
want it badly enough. 
Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to 
fill requests for research 
funds totalling almost 
$3,000,000. The reason— 
not enough money. Did 
you give all you could? 
Will you give all you can? 
Give to your Unit of the 
American Cancer Society, or 
mail your gift to CANCER, 
c/o your town’s Postmaster. 





® 


AMERICAN CANCER 
SOCIETY 
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do something desperate. With this numb 
empty ache in me now, how could I stand 
the long lonely days ahead. I was crazy 
to think I could let Bruce go without me. 
I jumped up and looked at my watch. 
Twenty minutes left. I went quietly into 
the hall. No noise from Mom’s room ex- 
cept Pop’s gentle snoring. Downstairs, I 
dialed Bruce’s number, my chest aching 
with holding my breath as I waited. 

A moment later his dear voice. I drew in 
a deep breath. “Bruce, wait for me. I’m 
going with you.” 

“Good kid.” He said. 

“T’'ll pack and be on the corner of Wheat- 
land and Tenth in fifteen minutes. 

“T’ll see you.” Bruce answered. 

I crept back to my room and jammed 
as much as I could into one suitcase. I felt 
a little pang of sorrow as I closed the front 
door quietly behind me. 

We drove all night and early the next 
morning we were standing in front of a 
judge in a small town in the next state. I 
couldn’t help thinking of Mom as I stood 
listening to the marriage rites. She had 
planned to make my wedding dress. I 
looked down at the rumpled dress I had 
worn all night. There hadn’t been any 
place to change. But Bruce’s kiss, when 
the judge pronounced us man and wife, 
wiped all my sad thoughts away. 


UT THE next ten months were filled 
with horror, worry, neglect, yes, even 
hunger and actual want. For awhile we 
were happy in our physical love. Bruce 
worked at odd jobs, not seeming to care 
much whether he worked or not, but he 
did earn enough to keep us in some cheap 
hotel and to pay for food in shabby cafes. 
At first I thought it was because he 
wasn’t happy away from skating. I kept 
urging him to go back to it, but he ignored 
my pleas. I wanted so much to have him 
happy and loving, the way he was before 
we were married. After the first month I 
was pregnant. Then I became ill. I 
couldn’t even hold down the lukewarm 
tea that he brought in to me. He didn’t 
worry. He said all women were sick, that 
we couldn’t afford doctors. 

We moved from town to town, never stay- 
ing longer than two or three months in one 
place. 

I spent my eighteenth birthday in a room 
alone. Lately Bruce had been staying out 
more and more, coming home late with 
liquor on his breath. I thought of the beau- 
tiful cakes Mom used to make for me. It 
brought an ache to my heart, but my eyes 
were dry. I had shed all the tears during 
the first few months of marriage. 

“Bruce, what am I going to do when the 
baby comes?” I asked when my time drew 
near. “I can’t have a baby in a hotel room, 
without a doctor.” 

“When’s it due?” He asked, looking at 
my swollen body curiously. It was the first 
time he had looked at me in weeks as 
though he really saw me. 

“T don’t know how to count for sure, but 
it must be any day now.” I told him. 





He didn’t answer, but the next day he 
gave me ten dollars to get some things 
“for the kid.” 

“Not much,” he warned, “better save 
some of it.” 

I spent five of the ten dollars, getting a 
few diapers and a couple of little gowns, 
I also got a pair of hose and some tooth 
paste. 

When I got back to our room, there was 
a note propped against the glass on the 
dresser. I didn’t need to read it. Some. 
how I knew what was in it: “I am pulling 
out. Hope you won’t think me a complete 
heel, but this married life is not for me, 
I have tried, but it’s no good. I’m sorry | 
took you away from your folk. Go back to 
them. Bruce.” 

I was beyond caring about anything. | 
threw the note into the waste basket and 
dragged my heavy body to the bed. I lay 
there most of the time for a week, staring 
at the cracked yellow ceiling. I had plenty 
of time to think. If only I had listened to 
Mom and Pop, I would be safe at home. 
Now I could see how stupid I had been to 
fall blindly in love with the first man who 
really made love to me. 


WAS half asleep one afternoon when a 

nagging pain began low in my back. I 
stirred restlessly, thinking I had been in 
one position too long. After awhile another 
and then another. I knew the baby was 
coming. 

Then for the first time I began to think 
straight. I had to do something and do it 
quickly. Bruce had never mentioned 
any of his people, so it was up to Mom and 
Pop to help me now. I vowed as I heaved 
myself off the bed, I would pay them back 
some day for all the suffering I had caused 
them. I put on my coat, the only thing I 
had that would go around me now, and 
went down to the phone booth in the lobby. 
I gave the operator Mom’s number and 
asked her to make the call collect. 

I choked up when I heard Mom’s voice 
say hello. 

“Mom, this is Sue,” I said. 

“Yes, darling, how are you?” Mom said 
and she sounded choky, too. 

“Not very good, I need help right away. 
Can you come?” I said without stopping 
for breath. 

“Tell me where you are and I'll get there 
as quickly as I can.” 

I told her briefly. It was so wonderful to 
have Mom take over. She told me to call 
a doctor and explain that she was on the 
way and would take care of all expenses. 

“Sue, are you sure you understand ?” she 
asked when I didn’t speak. 

“Yes, Mom.” I tried to keep the tears 
streaming down my face from entering my 
voice. There was so much I wanted to tell 
her, but she wouldn’t listen. 

“Call the doctor and I'll be with you as 
soon as I can. We can talk then,” she said. 

When the doctor came, he was very crisp 
and professional, hiding his surprise at my 
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condition, beyond one exclamation, when 
[told him I had never seen a doctor about 
my pregnancy. He called the hospital, 
then a cab to take me there. 

Just a few minutes before I went to the 
delivery room, Mom and Pop walked 
All three of us cried a little. I saw Mom’s 
eyes grow dark with pain as she took 
my unkempt appearance. My hair hadn’t 
heen done in months. 

They came for me and Mom waved from 
the door of my room as they pushed me 
down the long corridor. 


TH NEXT thing I remember was hear- 
ing Mom’s soothing voice. I felt her 
hand on my face. “It’s all over Sue: You 
have a darling little girl.” 

Everything came back to me in a rush. 
[hurt all over from the pain-racked hours. 
[ didn’t want to hear about the baby. I 
began to cry weakly. 

Mom’s pity made me feel worse. I was 
not too young to know, when I went with 
Bruce, that I was doing it against the 
wishes of my parents. I knew I had de- 
liberately refused to recognize the dangers 
they had pointed out. 

“[’'m sorry Mom,” I said thickly. “About 
everything, but it’s too late to do anything 
about that now.” 

Mom pushed my hair off my damp 
cheeks and tucked it neatly behind my ears. 
“It’s never too late to start over dear. And 
that is what we'll do. One thing at a time, 
one day at a time.” She kissed me. “The 
first thing is to get you well enough to go 
home.” 

“Do you mean you'll let me go home with 
you?” I was wide awake now. 

“How could you think anything else?” 
Mom asked. “Some of the mistakes are 
ours, but we love you just as we always 
have, and we’re going to love our grand- 
daughter, too.” 

“No, you can’t!” I cried. 
let someone adopt her, then I'll go away 
and get a job so I can pay you back all this 
money.” 

“Sue, can’t you forgive us as we have 
vou?” Mom was wiping tears from her 
eyes. 

Everything I 

“‘l haven’t anything to forgive you; 
wish I had listened to you.” 

Mom took my face in her hands and 
made me look at her. “Everyone makes 
mistakes, dear. It’s what you do about 
those mistakes that counts. You'll be let- 
ting us down again if you let this one ruin 
your life. There are lots of good men in 
the world, darling. Don’t let one bad one 
make you bitter.” 

Pop was whispering to someone at the 
te then Mom said. “Here’s your baby, 
Sue.” 


“I’m going to 


I did seemed to be wrong. 


I only 


I turned my head away from the blue 
bundle in the nurse’s arms. “I won’t look 
ather. I don’t want her and I don’t want 
lo see her. Take her away.” I cried. 

The nurse went out, then Mom said. 
“Sue, I want you to listen to me carefully. 


You said you were sorry. If that’s really 
true, I think it’s time I told you something 
that may help you change your mind.” 

She wiped my face with a damp cloth, 
then sat down beside me and took my 
hand in hers. 

“T was just your age when your father 
died, leaving me with an unborn baby to 
worry about. I too, thought many times 
that I couldn’t possibly keep my baby, but 
after you were born and I held your warm 
little body in my arms, I wouldn’t have 
given you up for anything in the world.” 
She squeezed my hand tightly. “It wasn’t 
easy to support myself and care for a tiny 
baby, until I married Pop. He took over 
the job your own father should have been 
doing if he hadn’t been so foolish.” She 
paused. “Think how you might feel to 
know that your mother didn’t want you 
and had given you away? I managed, and 
you can do it too. Don’t make a worse mis- 
take than you have already.” 

As Mom’s voice, tight with emotion, died 
away, I knew that I owed her more than 
I had ever dreamed. I hadn’t been a very 
good daughter. Maybe by trying to be a 
good mother, I could make Mom and Pop 
feel their love and care hadn’t been wasted. 
Mom had managed and didn’t have two 
fine people to help her. Tears of remorse 
were stinging my eyes. 

“Mom, will you call the nurse back? I 
want te see my baby,” was all I could get 
out. 

When the nurse laid the little bundle at 
my side, I turned back the blanket and 
looked for the first time at the tiny face 
of my little girl. The perfect little head 
was covered with soft brown hair that felt 
like spun silk to my touch. One tiny hand 
was waving aimlessly in the air. I put my 
finger in the pink palm and the warm little 
fingers closed on mine with a gentle pull 
that reached clear to my heart. She was 
mine and I loved her with a love that was 
different from anything I had ever known. 

didn’t sleep much that night. Every- 
time I dozed off. I would waken in the 
being in a strange 


horrible nightmare of 


town, alone, and about to have a baby. 
Each time I was trembling and wet with 
perspiration. 

The nightmares were gone when I went 
home. I had been there just three weeks 
when Mom said casually at the breakfast 
table one morning, “Sue, how about taking 
the car and picking up the cleaning for me 
this morning?” 

I hesitated, a cold fear creeping over me 
at the thought of meeting people. People 
who knew my shame—a deserted wife. 

Mom laid the keys by my plate and 
smiled, “Remember, Sue?” 

I drew a long breath, “Yes, Mom, I re- 
member. One thing at a time, one day at 
a time. Right?” 

“Right.” Mom answered, her eyes shin- 

ing with love. 


THE END 
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Unlicensed Honeymoon 


(Continued from Page 41) 


t baby next month. That’s where we’re 
e—Link and I. Grace’s husband is 
orking overseas so we're going to stay 
her until the baby comes. Link’s re- 
tired now so we can go anyplace we want. 
He worked for Hoxie Box Company for 
twe years—well, twenty-three really for 
ouldn’t get a man to replace him.” 

She sounded so proud when she said 
that, as if her Link could do things no 

her man on earth could do. 

Then she sighed slightly. “All of our 
children live in California now. After 
Gracie’s baby comes and her man gets 
home we thought we’d go and visit among 
the other children. They want us to and 
[ know we can be a big help. Link doesn’t 
have much retirement pay either. The box 
ympany never paid much but it was a 

place to work.” She stuck her chin 

that and I could just see that this 

Link had liked it so no matter how she felt 
he’d let him keep on with his job. 

Once more she sighed, just a wisp of 

“Of course, it was a little hard to 

» our home, but our children can use 

help and that’s more than a lot of 

nts can say these days. They'll be 

derful to us while we stay with them, 

but naturally it won’t be like having our 

That’s why we’re taking this 

before we go on to California. 


You know, just the two of us together.” 
l WASN’T annoyed with the old lady 
more. My heart squeezed up tight. 
\fter all those years the two old darlings 
S ized their hours alone—just as 
Chuck and I did. Chuck! The pink 
cheeks again. Mrs. Corbin 
for she smiled and said, “Did 
et married just today?” 
) es.” The second ‘yes’ was harder 
to force out. 
Is that your wedding dress?” She was 
cently curious as a child. I nodded 
my head and the slight movement seemed 
to pain me. 
“And I bet you wished you could have 
had satin and all the trimmings. She didn’t 
understand my reluctant expression. She 


home 


touched my 


clucked her tongue. “Heavens child—a 
wedding gown isn’t everything. Link and 
I ran away for both our folks thought we 
were too young. We got married in a 
drafty old office and I wore the limp old 
voile dress I’d been wearing on dates with 
Link all summer. Nothing was right. It 
rained and rained and I had a cold and my 
nose was redder than the dress and there 
was mud all over my white shoes. And 


ufter it was all over . . .” she laughed out 
loud with the memory—“This is so silly! 
But after it was all over I remembered Link 
hadn’t given me flowers and I cried—right 
there I cried—because I didn’t have a 
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bride’s bouquet. For a minute Link was 
so mad at my crying I think he would have 
unmarried me right then if he could. But 
you know—every year on that day since— 
Link has remembered to buy some little 
flower for me. Sometimes it was just a 
potted plant and once—right after Benton 
was born—Betty had been sick then, too, 
and it was during the depression when jobs 
didn’t pay much and we were at the bottom 
of the bean pot—as Link says. But he 
brought me flowers anyway; picked some 
roses out of the City Park and got chased 
by a policeman. When he got back most 
of the roses had fallen apart and they 
looked so worm-eaten and awful—just a 
petal here and there. There was I, holding 
Benton and in the next room Betty was 
whining because she still didn’t feel too 
good—and Winnie was hardly more than 
a baby herself. She was all smeary with 
cookies and the place was a mess and there 
stood Link in the doorway with those sad 
roses—mostly stems—and that sheepish 
look on his face. You know, I started 
laughing .. . then I started crying. And I 
kissed those silly roses—” 

Her voice trailed off. She thought a 
minute—her memories warm and wonder- 
ful. I knew this was no time for me to ask 
questions but I couldn’t help it. 

“Then?” I said faintly. 

“Then? Oh yes—then. Well, nothing 
much child. He just put some dry clothes 
on Benton and washed Winnie’s face and 
that night he fixed supper for me. I don’t 
remember what—nothing much. I think it 
was scrambled eggs. Link always could 
make the best scrambled eggs in the 
world.” 

I couldn’t look at her. I was hurting— 
every beat of my heart hurt. This gabby 
old woman had sat down in her romantic 
way to talk to a girl she thought was a 
bride. But she hadn’t just talked. She’d 
given me a true and wonderful and awe- 
some picture of marriage! It wasn’t the 
dingy kind of marriage Chuck had known 
—and it was nothing like the greedy 
happiness we were clutching for now. It 
was two people joined in the sight of God 
and man—for better or for worse—as long 
as—Oh, I couldn’t start crying. I 
couldn’t! I dug my nails into my palms 
and darted a frantic look at the lobby 
clock. Chuck had been gone just fifteen 
minutes. It seemed he’d been gone a life- 
time or—as if we’d never met. 

She saw me look and she smiled. “He’ll 
be here in a minute honey. I know you’re 
anxious to see him walk in that door.” 

How wrong she was. I loved Chuck just 
as much as I ever had, maybe more. But 
I didn’t want to see him right now. I 
wanted to be alone to think and think— 





UT IT WASN’T Chuck who walked in 

first. It was a tall old man, as thin as 
she was plump. He was almost bald, his 
nose was too big and he shuffled his feet 
with every step but her eyes lit up just like 
mine should have done if it had been 
Chuck. “There’s Link now!” she chortled 
and began to motion for him to join us. 

His eyes didn’t light up. He was just a 
tired old man, But he did stop shuffling 
his feet. He walked straight and firm up to 
us. He had a nice smile too, slow and 
more reserved than Dolly’s, but nice. 

“Who you been pesterin’ now, Dolly?” 
he asked in a dry way but he was just 
teasing her. Even I could see that. 

“This is Mrs.—Mrs.—” she looked at 
me. 

“Mrs. Mayberry.” I forced the words 
out. I’d wanted that name so long. I'd 
never realized how it would hurt me to 
claim it as my own when it wasn’t. 

“She’s a bride,” Dolly said, as if she 
were saying I was a queen. 

“Well, that so?” The old man smiled 
again and this time it was almost as warm 
a smile as Dolly’s. “I sure do wish you 
happiness, young lady.” 

I don’t know if I could have said some- 
thing nice back to that but I didn’t have 
to for Chuck walked in right then and 
came over to me. You could see he felt I 
belonged to him just by the way he 
dropped his hand on my wrist. I wet my 
lips but Dolly and Link were looking at 
him like happy kids themselves. 

Dolly gave him a bright nod. “I’m Dolly 
Corbin,” she said. “And this is Link, my 
husband.” 

“Oh—” I knew I had to introduce them. 
My lips twisted on the words—-“I—I'd like 
you to meet Chuck Mayberry. My hus- 
band.” 

And then I knew I couldn’t go through 
with this. It’s a little thing I guess but it 
was the biggest thing in the world. I mean 
the difference between the way we two 
women said—‘my husband.’ 

I just knew that when I introduced my 
husband—it had to be real. It had to be 
real enough so that there’d be some kind 
of wedding behind me to remember—It 
had to be real enough to face sick babies 
and messy houses and tiny paychecks. It 
had to be real enough so that when I was 
old I could still say—my husband—just 
as Dolly Corbin had said it. 

I felt Chuck’s hand on my arm and the 
old weakness went through me but weak- 
ness wasn’t enough. Love had to be 
strength, and in my loving him I knew I 
could be strong enough to say the words 
that might drive him away. But if it did— 
well—then he had to be driven away, be- 
fore it was too late for me. 

He was impatient, I could see that. He 
tugged my hand slightly. I smiled at the 
Corbins although my lips were numb with 
sorrow and fear at what I faced; and numb 
with shame, too, I suppose, although the 
shame could have been so much worse. 

“Excuse us,” I said as politely as a little 
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girl at a party. “Chuck and I have a few 
things to say to each other.” 

The Corbins smiled after us as we went 
into the bar. They must have imagined 
those “things” were love words. They 
could never know what they had given me 
the courage to say, 


HUCK DIDN’T understand—no matter 

how I tried to say it—he didn’t under- 
stand. At first he laughed at me and said 
I was just getting cold feet. Then he was 
puzzled—and at last, when he saw I meant 
it. he was angry, with a black, awful anger. 
We'd checked in. We'd have to pay for a 
day anyway. What would people think if 
they saw us check out now. They’d laugh 
at us! 

I tried to tell him we were the only peo- 
ple who mattered right this minute and he 
tried to turn that, too, into an argument 
for me to stay. But it didn’t work. I guess 
he knew it wouldn’t. I would have walked 
out alone if he’d forced me to, but when he 
saw I was firm he got the car and the bags 
and checked out—just exactly two hours 
after we’d checked in. 

In a blinding fury he drove back to town. 
Once he muttered, “Short honeymoon!” 

My heart was aching until I thought I’d 
die, but his bitter words didn’t hurt me 
more. In fact, they gave me a strange kind 
of comfort. Because it hadn’t been a 
honeymoon. If there was any real love be- 
tween us we still had our honeymoon—our 
real honeymoon—ahead of us. And now I 
knew that as much as I loved and wanted 
Chuck, I wanted a right kind of honey- 
moon, a right kind of marriage. I could 
wait for that—even if I had to wait for 
another man, too. 


ERHAPS I will have to wait for an- 

other man, although right now I don’t 
see how another man could ever take 
Chuck’s place. But I’m not sorry I did 
what I did, although Chuck’s pride was so 
hurt he will hardly speak to me now. He’s 
dated half a dozen different girls in the 
three weeks since we’ve come back but he’s 
not gone out with me once. I haven’t gone 
out either. J haven’t gone out. There’s no 
one I want to go out with now. 

And I’ve been hurt, I can’t say I haven’t. 
I've sat home and cried night after night. 
But those tears have washed my eyes clear 
so | can see Chuck as he really is. He’s a 
charming guy. I think he could be a strong 
and wonderful guy. But he’s not quite 
grown up yet. I mean, the way he could 
afford to buy a car and dress nice, and still 
say he couldn’t afford to protect the girl 
he loved with a wedding ring. He’s been 
like a little kid who wants the ice cream 
cone without spending his nickel. The 
little kid who tells the shop keeper, “I'll 
come back and pay you tomorrow.” But 
I've decided that’s not the way I want life 
to work for me. 

I'm still praying he’ll wake up and see 
how wrong he is. That he'll remember 
what he said about the wonderful thing 
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between us being too fine to throw away. 
I sort of believe his frantic dating of one 
girl after another is a kind of running 
away. And maybe he’ll wake up and see 
you can’t run away from life—or from real 
love. 

I'll wait, oh so patiently, for him to 
realize that and come back to me. But if 
he never finds it out—well—I may feel life 
is over in my heart but my head tells me 
it isn’t. I know I'll cry many more nights 
but some time a night will come when my 
tears will stop. And then, well, I just know 





that somewhere in the world there’s a man 
like tired, patient, wonderful Link Corbin, 
only years younger, of course. A man 
about my age who is looking for a woman 
who will be the same kind of wife Dolly 
has been to Link. 

I shall find that man, I know it. But a 
loving, lonely part of my heart still hopes 
that man will be Chuck—a Chuck who not 
only finds the real me, but first finds him. 
self. It could happen. It’s worth dreaming 
about. It’s worth praying for. 


THE END 





The Truth About Love Potions 


(Continued from Page 10) 


“emotions.” It is produced, its strength is 
determined by the concentration of endo- 
crine secretions in the bloodstream. A 
man, a woman is as highly sexed as their 
endocrines—no more, no less. 

When the endocrine secretions reach an 
adequate concentration in the blood, they 
are then—and only then—able to stimulate 
a special group of nerve cells in the brain. 
These in turn take note of sexual impulses 
originating outside the body such as a 
sexy dance rhythm, a romantic conversa- 
tion, a love story, even (though not always) 
impulses radiating from a personable mem- 
ber of the opposite sex. 

Having noted the impulses the brain 
cells in turn communicate with the endo- 
crine glands, some of which increase their 
rate of secretion while others taper off. 
Nature’s purpose in all this activity is to 
prepare the individual for the next prob- 
able eventuality, which may range from a 
mild state of erotic reverie to the sex act 
itself. 

Despite these scientifically, well-estab- 
lished facts, thousands of frigid women 
believe sex drugs can be used to increase 
sexual desire and satisfaction. But doctors 
say the basic causes of frigidity in 98 out 
of 100 cases are not faulty glands but re- 
pressed guilt feelings about sex, incom- 
patibility, lack of privacy or other psycho- 
logical factors. 

Although frigidity is basically a psycho- 
somatic (mind-body) problem, doctors 
sometime prescribe androgens (male hor- 
mones) to help restore sex desire where 
the psychological capacity for it already 
exists. “Androgens stimulate and increase 
the sensitivity of the female clitoris and 
thus increase sexual desire and satisfac- 
tion,” reports a group of prominent endo- 
crinologists connected with New York’s 
Bellevue Hospital. “This is especially true 
of women who have once experienced and 
since lost their desire for sexual relation- 
ship.” However, to avoid the danger of 
masculinizing side effects, such as hair 
growth, thick skin and husky voice, some 


doctors prescribe a hormone salve to be 
applied directly to the clitoris. 

To the vast majority of young women, 
however, sex drugs are something like 
hurricane insurance: very reassuring to 
have around just in case but seldom cashed 
in. Nevertheless, it is true that hormones 
can (1) help teenage girls who are sex- 
ually retarded, because of damaged or 
underdeveloped ovaries, to attain full sex- 
ual maturity; (2) relieve older women of 
the storm and stress of menopause and 
help prevent premature aging in those 
women who have had to have their ovaries 
removed; (3) enable many young women 
who miscarry, time after time, to become 
mothers of normal, healthy babies; (4) 
lessen the emotional slump that some 
mothers experience during the first weeks 
after childbirth. 

But as impressive as are these accom- 
plishments, the stubborn fact is that hor- 
mone therapy has very definite limitations. 
Among the women who consult doctors 
about female ailments the majority are 
already getting plenty of sex hormones 
from their own glands. And the necessary 
dose is far less than the amount of powder 
it takes to touch up the tip of a woman’s 
nose. Says New York University physi- 
ologist Dr. Albert S. Gordon: “When and 
if a doctor prescribes sex hormones, he is 
merely supplying his patient for a time 
with a substance her ovaries are failing 
to produce in sufficient amounts. The 
treatments aren’t intended necessarily to 
cure but only to relieve the conditions that 
may have caused her ovaries to lie down 
on the job in the first place.” 

Rather than rely on sex drugs to ignite 
a flame in wornout bodies, most doctors 
advise both men and women to eat high 
protein diets, shun excessive alcohol drink- 
ing, get proper rest and relaxation and 
avoid overwork. Because, all told, the sex 
hormones are potent and tricky drugs. A 
little too much, tipping the delicately- 
balanced body chemistry out of kilter, can 
be worse than not quite enough. 
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' | Hated My Own Child 


(Continued from Page 35) 


Strader. Those were false labor pains 
your wife felt. I suggest you go home and 
come back in the morning?” 

Making sure Dr. Milton was convinced 
nothing would happen before then, I took 
his advice and went home. But I was 
unable to go to sleep. I roamed through 
the empty house in my robe, trying to 
imagine the sound of childish feet pat- 
tering through the rooms, up the stairs 
and down the halls. 

I came across the unopened bottle of 
whiskey from my ill-fated “celebration” 
quite by accident. I was rummaging 
through the kitchen cabinets looking for 
something easy to fix for an early break- 
fast. The sight of the liquor killed my 
appetite for food. I needed a bracer more 
than nourishment, I told myself. 


ALF THE BOTTLE was gone by the 

time the hospital called. When I 
reached the hospital, Marian was still in 
the delivery room. So I sprawled out on 
a couch in the waiting room for expec- 
tant fathers and dropped off to sleep im- 
mediately. When a nurse’s aide shook me 
awake and told me I could see Marian I 
hurried up to her room. 

I was still groggy, and I guess my 
rumpled condition didn’t help my appear- 
ance any. But I was too worried about 
Marian to care how I looked. I rushed to 
her bed. But as I bent over her, her eyes 
flew open wide and her wan face twisted 
in dismay. “You’ve been drinking!” she 
gasped, “Oh, Harold, you couldn’t even 
wait to see the baby before 
She turned her face into the pillow. “And 


before 


you weren’t even here when they took me 
upstairs!” 

I tried to tell her that things were not 
as they seemed, that I was not drunk but 
only slightly the worse from lack of sleep. 
But I couldn’t get through to her. She 
had made up her mind that I had broken 
my promise to her. When I saw that 
nothing I said made any difference, I left 
her there sobbing. 

I was so upset I didn’t know what to do. 
I was annoyed at Marian because she re- 
fused to understand, and at the same time 
I was filled with relief and gratitude that 
she had pulled through all right. It 
wouldn’t be long before I had my wife 
back, I thought happily. Then everything 
would be all right again. I didn’t even 
know whether I had a son or a daughter 
until Dr. Milton came up and clapped me 
on the back and said, “Well, how’d you 
like a look at that big boy of yours, Mr. 
Strader?” 

“Thanks, doctor,” I said, snapping out 
of my reverie and falling into step with 
him. “I was thinking about my wife. 


Frankly, I’m a little concerned about her.” 

“Hmm—women react in different ways 
to childbirth,” he explained. “Sometimes 
they get the idea that the husband doesn’t 
really want the child.” 

“You think Marian feels that way?” I 
asked guiltily. 

“Well, she was mumbling something to 
that effect after it was all over.” He 
chuckled. “I can’t imagine that applying 
to you, Mr. Strader, your first child, and 
a son at that!” 

So Marian still believed I didn’t want 
the baby. The trouble was, I wasn’t sure 
myself whether I did or not. Even after 
I saw the squirming, red-faced bit of 
humanity the nurse held up to the big 
picture window I was not sure what my 
true feelings were. All I wanted right 
then was to have Marian home as soon as 
possible, slim and beautiful and compan- 
ionable as before. 

But Marian was different when she came 
home from the hospital. Somehow, the 
experience seemed to have aged her. 
There was nothing I could put my finger 
on and that’s what irritated me. She was 
just as beautiful, even more so, for her 
face shone with an inner glow that wasn’t 
there before. And her figure returned to 
its former trimness and was even more at- 
tractive than before. 

It was her unusual quietness that wor- 
ried me. She would sit hugging the baby 
to her and staring off into space. Her 
thoughts seemed to be a hundred miles 
If I spoke to her she would start 
Marian 


away. 
as if roused from a deep sleep. 
was extremely possessive about the baby. 
We agreed to name him Harold. Junior. 
and everyone said he was the spittin’ im- 
age of his father. Yet, when I considered 
it, the only time I held little Harold in my 
All other 


times, Marian hovered over him like a 


arms was when we had visitors. 


mother hen, giving me little chance to 
play the proud father. 

To tell the truth, I didn’t mind the ar- 
I would look in 


on the baby when I got home from work, 


rangement we fell into. 


then become absorbed in the evening news- 
paper or television. After dinner I would 
wait impatiently until Marian put the 
baby to bed. With her chores completed, 
I counted on Marian devoting the rest of 
the evening to me. But somehow it never 
worked out as I hoped. 

All sorts of interruptions popped up. 
Just when I'd get settled for a serious 
talk with Marian, the baby would start 
to cry or Marian would suddenly remem- 
ber some little thing she forgot to do. 
Then I’d become angry and the rest of 


the evening would be spoiled for me. 
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Not that I didn’t love my son in my own 
special way. It was just that I couldn’t 
rid myself of the resentment I felt towards 
ll babies, the same resentment I’d felt 
towards my own brothers and sisters. Yet, 
I kept telling myself that if only Marian 
would be as she used to be I would soon 
el differently. 
| know now that if only we’d been able 
talk out our problems we might have 
: chance. As it was, we both kept 
emotions bottled up and grew farther 
apart. 


farther 


I TURNED to the bottle for solace. Only 
liquor could calm my nerves and get 
me through the long, lonely nights when 


[ lay next to Marian, wanting her with 
every fibre of my being yet not daring to 


touch her. ''d made up my mind to wait 
sonable time after the baby was born 
before making any physical demands on 
ife. But as time passed and she gave 
no indication that she would once again 
welcome all my love, every moment close 
to her became sheer torture for me. 
It took two drinks, three, then more to 
put me to sleep at night. On one occa- 
emboldened by the whiskey, I 
eached out hesitantly to caress Marian. I 
felt her go rigid at my touch. ‘“What’s the 
darling? I need you so much,” I 
d into the darkness. 
doctor—he said not so soon after 
the baby.” she replied in a quavering 


ere 


[ love you so much,” I said after a 


And the baby?” 
I love you both, only—” 
“I’m glad,” she sighed, and a short 


ti later she was fast asleep. I fought 
d the frustration that spread through 
it muscles but it seemed I suffered 
eternity of terment before I finally 
| off to sleep. 
There were countless other times when 
Marian pretended to be asleep when I at- 
tempted to approach her. But if the baby 
stirred the least bit she would hop out 
of bed the very next minute. Finally, I 
insisted that the baby sleep in the nursery 
upstairs. His crying kept me awake at 
night, I told her, and I felt the lack of 
sleep at work the next day. 

When I got home that night the baby’s 
crib was gone from our bedroom. So were 
Marian’s things. “The baby needs me 
him,” she explained when I de- 
manded to know what was going on. 
“Maybe it’s best this way, Harold.” I 
argued, I pleaded, I threatened, but when 
it was all over Marian was settled in the 
baby’s room and I was downstairs, lone- 
lier and more miserable than ever. 

The more I brooded over this develop- 
ment the more I drank. Marian and I 
rarely went out, so she never got dressed 
up. The lovely dresses she owned hung 
in the closets, untouched, and our friends 
finally stopped inviting us to their af- 
fairs. No one suspected my secret drink- 
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f 1] 
rei 


neal 


ing and Marian was blamed for the way 
we suddenly dropped out of sight. 

I missed the fun we used to have to- 
gether, and remembering those happy 
days and nights I began to feel sorry for 
myself. I even had Marian’s mother 
thinking I was being shamefully neglected 
by her daughter. 

“TI don’t know what’s gotten into Ma- 
rian,” Mother Wilson said one day. I 
found her sitting on the porch when I 
came home from work and I sat on the 
steps at her feet. 

“How do you mean, Mother Wilson?” I 
asked. 

“Before the baby came, I got the im- 
pression that she didn’t want children,” 
my mother-in-law said. “Now she’s gone 
to the other extreme and won't let the 
child out of her sight.” She clucked her 
tongue. “Why, do you know she didn’t 
want me to give Harold his bath this after- 
noon?” 

“Marian is a little over-protective at 
times.” I said cautiously. 

Mother Wilson shook her head. “It’s 
more than that, Harold. She acts as 
though she were afraid of something. Tell 
me—have you noticed anything strange 
about the way she acts?” 

I glanced away quickly, not knowing 
what to say. Mother Wilson leaned for- 
ward in the rocker. “I’m her mother, 
Harold. I have a right to know. Why 
should she keep the door to the nursery 
locked?” she asked, lowering her voice. 

That was news to me and I was at a loss 
to account for peculiar behavior. 
“Maybe she’s afraid someone will harm 
the baby.” I replied. 

“Who? Me, or you, the baby’s father? 
Don’t be silly, Harold. If I were you, I’d 
take Marian to see Dr. Milton.” 


such 


| SHALL ALWAYS regret not taking 

her advice. Unfortunately, I let things 
drift even though it was clear to me that 
Marian had somehow gotten the notion 
that I wanted to harm the baby. And I 
admit that I gave her cause. Especially 
when I lay tossing on my bed one night 
right after my conversation with Mother 
Wilson. I kept thinking of how it used 
to be with Marian and me. 

I had downed several drinks but they 
hadn’t made me drunk and they didn’t 
dull the desire that burned inside me. 
I got up and quietly went up the stairs. 
At that moment, just the sight of Marian 
would have been enough for me. I just 
wanted to see her, to talk with her. But 
when I reached her bedroom door and 
found it locked, something inside me ex- 
ploded. 

“Marian! Open this door,” I yelled 
banging my fist against the panel. “Do 
you hear? I want to talk to you!” 

Angrily, I paced the hallway until a 
short time later, Marian slipped through 
the door, buttoning her robe with trembling 


fingers. “What’s the matter, Harold?” 
she asked. 

“Everything!” I shouted. “I’m down. 
stairs and you’re up here. That’s wrong, 
You haven’t been a wife to me for months 
now, and that’s wrong. I’m tired of your 
excuses!” 

She put her finger to her lips. “Shhh! 
You'll wake the baby.” she said. 

I grabbed her wrist. “I don’t give a 
damn! Always it’s the baby. What about 
me? I’m your husband.” 

There was a whimpering inside the 
room and then the baby began crying. 


Marian tried to twist away from me, 
“Let me go!” she cried. “The baby’s 


crying.” 

“Then Tl shut him up!” I grated. J 
started for the door, but Marian flung 
herself in front of me. Without realizing 
what I was doing, I roughly pushed her 
She screamed and fell headlong 
towards the steps. 

Somehow, she managed to grab the 
railing and in a stride I was beside her, 
helping her to her feet. “I’m sorry, dar- 
I didn’t mean it,” I babbled. But 
she only stared at me with horror-stricken 
eyes, then turned and fled into her room. 
I stood there not knowing what to do, 
Then I heard the bolt slip into the lock 
and | turned and went slowly down the 
stairs, 


aside. 


ling. 


DIDN’T touch another drop of whiskey 

after that. I realized that I had to 
win back my wife’s love and confidence 
and the first step was to give up the secret 
vice that twice had turned me into a little 
than a beast. If Marian noticed 
any change, she gave no sign. She spent 
time with the baby and oddly 
enough, as my desire for drink subsided 
my interest in my son increased. 

I took time out to play with him when 
I came home from work and it was fun, 
although Marian never took her eyes off 
me and was never more than a few steps 
away from us. Marian even relented a 
little and let little Harold sit at the table 
with us at dinner time. Every night I'd 
bring home something, some little toy 
for him to play with. And on weekends 
I brought jewelry for Marian, not expen- 
sive, but the kind she always wore. 

At last, it seemed, I was winning back 
her love. Some of it anyway, I was so hap- 
py about the way things were improving 
that I overlooked the signs of coming 
disaster. There was the bottle of nerve 
medicine I happened to find in Marian’s 
sewing basket. She grew very upset when 
I asked her about it. And Mother Wilson 
told me that Marian had asked her to 
take care of the baby if anything should 
happen to her. And again, my mother-in- 
law suggested I take Marian to a doctor. 

But I was too intent on my own re 
form. Once Marian saw how I had 
changed, she’d be all right, I told myself. 


more 


more 
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that 
cure, 


nothing with her 


affection 


There was wrong 
a little love and 
I lived only for the day Marian 
would move back into our bedroom. 

Then came that awful day 
whole world ended. Have you ever 
a fire engine go speeding past, its siren 
wailing, and wondered where it 
headed? That was the thought that idly 
passed through my mind as I walked 
briskly home that afternoon. In my 
pocket was a bright colored plastic toy 
for the baby and I was just bursting to 
tell Marian about my plans for a vacation 
for the three of us. 

I turned the corner of our street and 
saw a crowd gathered in front of our 
house. Two fire trucks stood there and 
a third was screeching to a halt. And 
suddenly it was as if an icy hand had 
gripped my heart. I broke into a cold 
sweat as I ran to the scene. Everything 
was confusion. 

Flames leaped from the windows of 
the house and the firemen fought a losing 


couldn't 
when 


when my 


seen 


was 


battle with their high pressure hoses. 
I glanced around desperately, searching 


for a welcome glimpse of Marian and 
the baby. I called out, but my 
was lost in the noise. I heard someone 
yell to a fireman that there were people 
in the _-burning house. I knew at 
that Marian and the baby were still in- 
side, maybe trapped by the smoke and 
flames. 

I dashed toward the house, knocking 
down a fireman tried to stop me. 
“My wife and baby are in there!” I 
shouted. The next moment, I plunged 
into a sea of acrid smoke. My 
seemed on fire as I felt my way up the 
Inside, I heard 


voice 


once 


who 


lungs 


stairs to Marian’s room. 
the baby screaming. 

“Marian! It’s me— Harold!” I yelled. 
I made it to the door. It was locked. A 
curse ripped from my bruised and burned 
lips as I pictured Marian cringing behind 
the door, the baby in her arms, afraid to 
open the door for me because of her wild 
imaginings. I shouted and pounded and 
kicked on the door. She would not unlock 
itand the door did not budge. 

I turned and stumbled down the stairs, 
beating at the flames licking hungrily at 
my clothing. 


Somehow, I made it outside. 


“Axe! Get me an axe!” I coughed. But 
strong hands pulled me down onto a 


stretcher, held me there. 
to let me go back in, 
listen. And I could still hear my baby 
son’s whimpering as I slowly sank into 
a sea of pain. 

With Marian and the baby gone, I 
thought life would be over for me. But 
you go on living, and if your soul carries 
a burden of sin as heavy as mine, there’s 
nothing in this world that can bring you 
peace. I don’t worry about the next world. 
The punishment is here and now in just 


being alive. THE END 


I begged them 
but no one would 
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Greaseless (can’t cause 
blackheads), checks skin 
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fresher, skin feels softer! 





For a creamy, non-drying lipstick 
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blackheads” 


**My make-up problems 
are over now that I use 
Black and White Vanish- 
ing Cream as a make-up 
base. It’s greaseless and 
actually checks skin oili- 
ness, can’t cause black- 
heads. And it keeps make- 
up looking fresh for hours 
and hours.” 


Laura V. Phillips 
Baltimore, Md. 
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Cleansing Cream. Soften skin with Black 
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HAIR STRAIGHTENING 
COMBS 


This amazing new comb, used by leading 
beauty specialists the world over, has 
been acclaimed by women everywhere. 
Creates a smooth natural and attractive 
appearance. 
Will not cut or teor the hair. 
Heats faster and stays hot longer. 
Made with brass teeth and copper spaces. 
The Perma-Tite process prevents teeth in 
comb from loosening. 

You have choice of two types: 
No. 1—with fine teeth...................... costs $2.50 
No. 2—with thicker teeth ................ costs 2.25 
GUARANTEED. Money refunded if not satisfied. 
Order yours today. Send full price, we pay postage charge 
and will send new 48 page hair style booklet FREE. 


HUMANIA HAIR CO. 


Dept. 10-N,303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y 















Design Smart Fashions 
LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 


p ae 4, - 5 own wardrobe at 
eral . Gain experience design- 
ine for others. “Sa may lead to thrilling career 
seven as your own some day. Basic 

a Stic ton course under gui ‘ance of 


vides start 
Paint for a career. r. Send 3 free booklet, 
Adventures in Dress Desi, 
WATIONAL SCHOOL OF DRESS DES! GN 
835 Diversey Parkway Dept. 3237, Chicago 14, Ill. 


Funstgett 

















Let Me Show You At My Expense 


how you can start to 


PLAY the PIANO 


with both hands — in 15 minutes 

THE FAST, EASY, DEAN ROSS WAY 
In just 15 minutes you'll be playing simple popular 
songs with both hands — melody and bass chords! No 
tedious exercises, boring scales or tiresome practice. 
With the modern, marvelous Dean Ross Method, you 
will be playing simple familiar melodies almost on 
sight! I want you to make me prove it. I can, and will! 
I evil gladly send you 


ABSOLUTELY FREE 


@ my illustrated, easy-to-follow, Sample Lesson which 
shows you how you can actually play simple single 
note melodies with one hand, and beautiful simple 
resonant bass chord accompaniments with the other, 
even though you don’t know a note now 

@ my Patented A Chord S$ tor that enables 
you to strike—instantly—all the beautiful simple 
oy —-. called for in the Sample Lesson. 

ote Selector that guides your fingers to the 
oaear notes for your right hand 

@ and 5 popular, simple songs you can start to play 
_ both hands in 15 minutes, thanks to my amaz- 
ing hew invention and quick-results meth 

ll send you all this absolutely FREE. Just tell me your 

name and address. You risk nothing—you owe nothing. 

Write me now. You'll be on your way to fun and pop- 

| pan ed La 3 mail. a enclose 10c to cover 
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Having Myself A Ball 


(Continued from Page 21) 


i year ago when we discovered we 
nake it together. 
after the first elation had passed, 
hile his strong arms still held me 
the same old nagging question arose. 
this enough? It was what I wanted, 
ymething seemed to drive me into the 
pany of other men. I sought them out 
ng that not one of them was as good 
ind or gentle as Woody. But their 
ion was something I needed like food 
lrink. I revelled in my power to make 
1 fall, then beg for my favors when I 
ely turned to another conquest. 
[hat had been the pattern of my life long 
I met Woody. As far back as I 
iid remember I had been fascinated by 
icians and I was not quite seventeen 
hen I started hanging around the band- 
ind at Blue Heaven, the local dance hall. 
Every weekend I'd be there, spending more 
me with the musicians than with the boys 
dance floor. 

Soon, I knew all the musicians and I'd 
become sort of a mascot for them. They’d 
kid around with me, but they never got 
out of line. I guess they were afraid be- 
cause I was so young. Some of them 
laughingly nicknamed me “Jail. Bait,” and 
they quickly put any newcomers hep to the 
ituation. 

I liked it that way. It saved a lot of 
headaches. So even after I was old enough 
to leave home and go out on my own, I 
refused to get romantically involved with 
any one fellow. I knew that like so many 
musicians who traveled, all they were look- 
ing for was a one-night stand with a girl. 
On their next date in another city, the local 
talent would make them forget yesterday’s 
love 

That’s the way I played it, too. I let each 
fellow think he was the one and only, but 
you didn’t catch me pining my heart out 
when he left. Musicians were like street 
cars, I told myself—there’d always be an- 
ier one along; all you had to do was 


n the 


walt 
But then Woody came along and 
changed everything. As far as I was con- 


erned, Woody played the greatest trumpet 


this side of Louis Armstrong. He was with 
new group that had been booked into 
Blue Heaven for one night. As usual, I 


right there on the stand when the fel- 
lows ended the first set. The drummer was 

ld friend and during the intermission 

ntroduced me to the other fellows in 

band. 

Where’s the trumpet man?” I asked, 
around. “He sure blows up a 


lancing 
rm!” 
You mean Woody.” The drummer 
hrugged his shoulders and nodded toward 

of the exits. “No telling where that 


it is. Maybe he’s outside trying to pull 


tor 


himself together. We’ve got a long night 
ahead of us and he showed up with his 
head twisted.” 

“You mean he’s a lush?” I asked, won- 
dering why I should feel disappointed in a 
man I hadn’t even met. 

The drummer shook his head. “No, he 
just plays hard. Has himself a ball each 
and every night.” 

“He sounds like fun,” I laughed. 

“Maybe. But Woody’s twice as good as 
the cat who got us this gig. He could have 
his own band if he’d keep his mind on 
music.” 

Woody certainly didn’t have his mind 
on music when I found him in a doorway 
outside the hall. The girl he had in his 
arms jumped back guiltily when I came up. 
Woody glared at me, but I pretended not 
to notice. “I understand you need help,” 
I said. 

“I was doing great until just now,” he 
said sarcastically. He reached into his 
pocket and pulled out a pint of whiskey. 
I took the bottle from his hand. “And I 
don’t need that kind of help,” he said, 
grabbing for the bottle. I moved away 
beckoning for him to follow. 

“T don’t dig.” Woody said as we went 
back into the hall. “Who are you, anyway, 
and give me back my bottle. I need some- 
thing to steady my nerve.” 

I shook my head. “You won’t make it 
through the night on this,” I told him. 
“You need a clear head to blow those pret- 
ty sounds. You can have your bottle back 
after you make this gig.” 

We went to the lounge and I got a glass 
of water. I dropped in a tablet and handed 
it to Woody. He watched it fizz. “Go ahead, 
drink it,” I said. 

He laughed. “This is the first time I’ve 
had a drink talk back to me before I drank 
it. Well—bottoms up!” 

A few minutes later, he felt so much 
better that he wanted his bottle back. I 
refused. “You’re a bossy little chick,” he 
said admiringly. “I don’t know why I let 
you get away with it.” 

“Maybe you like it.” 

He looked me carefully, up and down. 
“Maybe I do. But don’t get any ideas, 
baby. I’m strictly for fun. I tell all the 
girls that in front. I don’t like things to 
get messy.” 

He looked at me closely to see my re- 
action. I was neither shocked nor insulted. 
“I get your message, Dad. Loud and 
clear,” I said. “Life’s a ball.” 

And life was a ball, the way Woody and 
I lived it. The fun started right after the 
dance ended. Woody and some of the boys 
took me along with them to a club on the 
other side of town. The joint really jumped 
after we got there, and before long Woody 


and the others took out their instruments 
and started to jam, The manager switched 
off the juke box and sent a bottle of Scoteh 
over to our table. I sat sipping and listep. 
ing to the cool sounds, my eyes glued on 
Woody. 

He was a slim brownskin fellow, not 


much older than I. He had the eyes of 
someone who has seen a lot, not all of jt 
pretty. But there was more to him than the 
breezy manner of a fast-living musician, 
That much I discovered that first night, | 
didn’t know for sure what it was, but it 
came through in the way he caressed his 
horn and the loving way he coaxed it into 
life with music that seemed to go right 
to your heart. 

3ut that was only a part of the reason 
why I fell for Woody. There was the way 
he looked at me, his eyes smiling as if he 
were wise to what I was thinking. He'd 
been around enough to know when a girl 
liked him. For the first time in my life 
I didn’t mind letting a fellow know how 
I felt about him. 


WEEK after we met, Woody said, 
“Don’t get me wrong, baby, but what 
do you say we make this thing legal?” 

I stared at him to see if he was kidding. 
He gave an embarrassed laugh. “No, I’m 
not going square on you,” he said, toying 
with the mouthpiece of his horn. “I’m tired 
of out-of-town gigs. Riding all night on 
buses that jar your teeth, eating in ham. 
burger joints, it’s a drag. On the road, | 
spend more money than I make.” 

“But you’re having fun,” I reminded 
him. 

“Sure. But I can have fun right here 
and save all that wear and tear on my fine 
brown frame!” 

I was silent for a moment, remembering 
what Woody had said the night we met 
about not letting things get messy. Mar 
riage was about the messiest mess a gill 
could let herself in for, I reflected. The 
minute a man had papers on a girl, he 
acted as though he owned her, body and 
soul. I’d seen it happen too many times. 
Much as I loved Woody, I was not sure 
that I was ready for that. 

I tried to put what I felt into words. 
Woody cut me off with, “Look, baby, I’m 
with you. We’re both out strictly for kicks. 
We’re going to be together anyway, so why 
not share the same pad, pool our money 
and do this thing up rizht.” 

I was still dubious, but unable to express 
the vague doubts that made me hold back. 
But then Woody took me into his arms 
and kissed me with a fierce eagerness that 
had my lips responding hungrily. When he 
finally released me, breathless and trem: 
bling, I heard him say, “We'll have a ball 
baby. A livin’ ball!” 

That had been six months ago. But in 
recent weeks, I’d noticed a change i 
Woody. Instead of partying after work, he 
preferred to go home. Once or twice I'd 
refused to go with him and found him 
angrily pacing the floor when I got in later 
in the morning. 
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Then. started falling off. 
Woody began to hint around that it might 


jobs 
be smart to find some other way to make a 
living. But I laughed at such ideas. We 
were living the only life. 

The past two weeks were rough ones. It 
seemed that nobody wanted a trumpet any 
more. We ran out of money. That didn’t 
worry me. Musicians were generous when 
it came to buying drinks and I could al- 
ways get a meal. We were still welcome 
wherever a party was going on, so things 
were fine as far as I was concerned. 

But empty pockets bugged Woody. He 
refused to go out because he couldn’t buy 
drinks in return for those he got. We got 
behind in the rent and being in debt like 
that seemed to drive him crazy. And he 
couldn’t understand how I could throw all 
our troubles out of my mind and still go 
out and have a good time. But I wasn’t 
about to sit home and cry the blues. 

Now. as I listened to Woody’s objections, 
I began to realize that there was much 
more to it. He was jealous! I had been 
a faithful wife to Woody, but we had 
agreed at the start that each one of us 
would be free to take our fun where we 
found it. I figured that Woody meant what 
he had said. If he did. it appeared that 
now he had changed his mind. 

But I was never one to strain my brain 
with problems like that. So I kissed him 
lightly and said, “I’m going to run along 
now. darling. When you get through to- 
night come over to the Bop Club. We'll 
have a few drinks together and you'll feel 
better. Okay?” 

“No!” I turned away from the door at 
the harsh sound. Woody gazed at me with 
tortured eyes. “June. I—I’m not playing 
that gig tonight. I can’t.” 

“Why not?” I demanded. “We can’t 
afford to pass up food and rent money.” 

He said. “The rent’s paid. I hocked my 
horn today.” 

I stared at him as if he’d suddenly blown 
his top. “I’m tired of living from hand to 
mouth,” he explained as if he were trying 
to convince himself. “I’m going to get 
myself a job.” 

I laughed harshly. “So you’ve got it all 
figured out? I’m supposed to stay home 
and be a good little housewife just because 
you decide to cop a nine-to-five slave, is 
that it?” 

Woody stood up and lifted his arms, then 
let them drop when I made no move to go 
tohim. “I hoped you’d give it a chance. 
I thought—” 

“You’d better think again!” I snapped. 
“And you’d better get some kind of horn 
for that gig tonight because—” 

“No, June. My mind’s made up.” His 
Voice was firm and sure. I saw that he 
meant it. I shrugged and said, “Well, 
baby, it was great while it lasted. See you 
around.” 

I turned and walked out the door. All 
the way down the steps I kept hoping he 
would call me back. But he didn’t, and 

was too stubborn to go back myself. I 


went down to the Bop Club thinking that 
perhaps Woody would change his mind and 
meet me there. If he didn’t come, I told 
myself, [ would make another attempt to 
patch things up when I got home. Only I 
didn’t get home that night. 

A fellow named Russ Wilkins was leader 
of the combo. I’d known him for a long 
time, ever since he played and sang for 
tips at small clubs. Now he had added 
drums, bass and sax to his guitar and was 
making money. I’d never paid much atten- 
tion to him, but that night I was feeling 
reckless after my quarrel with Woody. 
With a few drinks inside me, I was ready 
for anything. 

When Russ invited me to accompany him 
to St. Louis it sounded like a real adven- 
ture. It was after four in the morning and 
it was pretty clear that Woody wasn’t going 
I drained my glass and held it 
out for more. “Sure, baby,” I said. “Why 
not? We'll have a ball!” 

A couple of hours later we were speeding 
along the highway in Russ’ new Cadillac 
convertible. the instruments and luggage 
packed in the trunk. Only I had no bag- 
gage. Russ flashed a roll of bills and told 
me not to worry. So I didn’t. 


to show. 


ND I DIDN’T WORRY two months 
“% later when Russ found a St. Louis 
woman and got tangled up in her apron 
strings. [I'd found new interests by that 
time. so we went our separate ways. After 
that there were other men. always musi- 
cians, and each of them lasted as long as 
the fun lasted. I traveled to Memphis. then 
Kansas City. down to Houston and all the 
way to San Diego. 

There was always plenty to drink, lots 
of the wrong foods to eat and very little 
sleep and rest. I was on the go practically 
every minute of the day and night. I had 
a ball. There were no strings and no 
attachments, and no regrets when each 
affair ended. Life was too short to be 
worried. 

I didn’t notice it then, but each time I 
changed playmates I moved downward. 
By the time I hit San Francisco I was 
living with a piano player who stayed high 
off reefers and could find work only in the 
lowest dives. When I suddenly became ill, 
he cut out, leaving me stranded in a strange 
city. 

For days I lay in bed in the room we'd 
rented. burning with fever. I had no money 
to call a doctor and luckily the landlady 
was kind enough not to evict me. Finally. 
with the help of her home remedies. I was 
back on my feet. Mrs. Goss was sympa- 
thetic. “You’re weak as a kitten, child. 
What are you going to do?” 

“T don’t know. Maybe I can find some- 
one I know if I go down to one of the clubs 
tonight,” I said. 

She shook her head 
“You stay away from those no account mu- 
sicians,” she “If you ask me, 
they’re the reason you’re in this fix. Why 
don’t you go on home?” 


disapprovingly. 


warned. 
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cht back the tears her words 
t to my eyes. “I can’t do that, even 
nted to.” I told her sadly. “Maybe 
some kind of job.” 
ng tables. washing dishes. I worked 
slowly across the country toward 
Sometimes I thought I wouldn’t 
I'd be going along fine for a 
then the pains would start. so sharp 
ightening that I prayed I would go 
» and not wake up. But you can’t 
ck the dawn and I'd awake to a 
of suffering. 
Des Moines, I felt so bad that I went 
After the examination he said 
and 


roctor. 
hing about “female 
e to come back for more tests. But 
f I'd had the money I was too scared. 
the only thought in my mind was 
t back home. I couldn’t afford to stop. 
1 no idea what I’d do once I got back. 
ehow it seemed that being home would 
all my problems. 

\fter working a week in Chicago, I was 

o pass out on my feet. It was night 

hen I painfully walked out of the 

hotel and down 47th Street to catch 
for the Loop. I passed gaily lighted 
and heard the music and laughter, but 
lead inside. Once I would have joined 
f the happy crowds, but now I was 
ick and lonely to care. 

At the bus depot I bought a ticket for 
home. How I made the 200-mile trip Tl 

er know, but finally after hours of tor- 
ture. I climbed down from the ‘bus at the 
familiar depot and made my way into the 
yaiting room. I slumped down on a bench 

nd tried to pull my thoughts together. 

But then a pain doubled me over and 
I knew I'd have to find some place to stay 
the night. A cop came over and asked me 
what was wrong. I didn’t like the way he 
looked at me; I knew that homeless women 
who tried to sleep in public places were 
taken down to the jail. 

“I’m just a little dizzy, officer,” I lied. 
“Tf you'll call me a cab, I'll make it home 
all right.” 

[hat seemed to satisfy him and he 
helped me into a cab. But he stood there 
waiting for me to give the driver an ad- 
dre [ gave him the only address I 

uld think of—Woody’s apartment. 

\ short time later, I was crawling up 
the steps. biting my lips to hold back the 

each movement brought. It seemed 
ternity but I made it up to the door 

| rang the bell. As I waited I wondered 
hether Woody still lived there, whether 
| turn me away. I didn’t know what to 


. ” 
sickness 


[he door swung open and there stood 
Woody. staring at me as if I were a ghost. 
“June!” I smiled weakly and fell into his 
He helped me inside and led me to 
fa. Then I heard a stirring in the 
and a woman’s voice called out, 

is it Woody?” 
\ friend—someone I used to know,” he 
vith a quick glance at me. He went 
back to the kitchen and a short time later 


returned with a girl who was wiping her 
She 
young and pretty. I noticed with a pang. 
“Doris. this is June.” Woody said. “You’ve 
heard me mention her.” 

Doris gave me a frosty hello and looked 
at Woody uncertainly. silently asking him 
what I wanted. I realized then that I had 
no place there. It was obvious that Woody 
never expected to see me again and my 
presence would only complicate the situa- 
tion. I stood up to go, but my legs refused 
to support me. 

“Oh, she’s sick!” Doris cried. “Call a 
doctor. Woody.” Woody hesitated a mo- 
ment. “Hurry!” Doris said. 


hands on the apron she wore. was 


HAT’S ALL I remember. When I came 

to the doctor was there. finishing his 
examination. “What—what is it?” I fal- 
tered. 

He shook his head. “You’re a very sick 
girl,” he said. “You’ve have an 
operation.” 

“Ts it—?” My terrified gaze told him I 
suspected the worst. I’d lived so fast and 
recklessly that it would have been easy to 
pick up a disease. Hadn’t that doctor in 
Des Moines said something about female 
sickness? 

The doctor patted my hand. “It’s noth- 
ing like that, my dear. That much I’m 
sure of. But we have to get you to the 
hospital to fix you up.” 

Then he had a long talk with Woody 
and after he left, Woody and Doris put me 
to bed. The next day an ambulance took 
me to the hospital. I was too sick to even 
wonder where the money was coming from 
for all the attention I was getting. 

It turned out that I had a benign tumor, 
which was removed with no complications. 
It wasn’t until the following week when I 
was about to be discharged that I learned 
Woody was footing the medical bill. The 
day he and Doris came to get me I was so 
choked up with gratitude I couldn’t speak. 

“What else could I do?” Woody said, 
when we were alone. “You're still my 
wife.” 


got to 


“Not much of a wife,” I said. 
He nodded slowly. “That’s right. Whep 
you walked out I kept waiting for you to 


come back. I tried to find you.” 

“T didn’t want to be found,” I confessed, 

“Then I met Doris—” 

I reached out and laid my hand on his 
cheek. “And now I’m lousing up the deal,” 
I said. Woody was silent and after a while 
I said, “Don’t worry, I'll go.” 

“June—” His voice was full of anguish, 
“T wish I could say that we could start 
over again.” 

“But you wouldn’t walk out on Doris,” 
I said. “I don’t know how, but I'll pay 
you back.” I stood up to go. 

“June—!” Woody rushed over to me, 
For a moment I thought he was going to 
sweep me into his arms and I longed to 
feel his comforting embrace. We stood 
looking at each other. I knew that it would 
take only one word, one gesture from me, 
Then I would know if there was still a 
spark of what we'd felt for each other. It 
would be easy to take him away from a girl 
like Doris; I’d been around, I knew all the 
tricks. 

But somewhere inside me there must 
have been a spark of decency that I never 
suspected. I let the moment pass, and then 
it was too late. Woody recovered his poise. 
“I’ve got to go,” he said. “Doris is waiting 
for me.” 

I forced a smile to my lips. “She’s a 
nice girl. She'll make you happy.” 

We said goodbye and then he was gone. 
I knew that no matter what happened to me 
from then on I would never go looking for 
Woody. But I wouldn’t be human if | 
didn’t carry the hope hidden in my heart 
that some day, somewhere, Woody will 
come looking for me and take me home. 
It’s a slim straw to cling to and I’ve no 
right to even dream about it. But it’s the 
only thing that keeps me going, because 
the whiskey has lost its flavor, the people 
are boring, and the music doesn’t give me 
a lift any more as I go my way, having 
myself a ball. 





Ungrateful Wife 


(Continued from Page 10) 


you?” I stormed. “Why you ungrateful 
hussy! How do you Have you 
really worked at. thrown yourself into it 
with hope instead of being pessimistic? 
Have you really given yourself a_ fair 
chance? In have you worked as 
hard as Mama and I have to give you this 
opportunity?” 

“Grace, I don’t mean to sound ungrate- 
ful.” “[’m just being 
truthful when I say—” 


know? 


short, 


Eleanor protested. 


“And I’m being truthful when I tell you 
that you don’t deserve a moment of time 
we've wasted. Why, if somebody had just 
done half for me what we’ve done for you. 
And you’re willing to throw away the most 
important chance you'll ever have for 
something that isn’t worth—” 

I never got a chance to finish, for just 
then Jimmy came sailing through the back 
door, muddy feet and all, right into the 
living room. 
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“Mrs. Watkins, Mrs. Watkins! Billy 
fell in the sewage ditch and he went un- 
der the water.” 

A little cry escaped my lips and I raced 

for the door. “Watch out for the baby,” I 
yelled over my shoulder to Eleanor. 
’ The sewage ditch! I thought as I ran 
behind Jimmy. They were laying in a 
new system and the kids had been rolling 
up and down the deep ditch, despite the 
way workmen chased them away and how 
we mothers threatened. Now the heavy 
rains had come, and water in the ditch 
was five feet deep! If only I had any 
idea Billy and Jimmy would have strayed 
that far! But this was the first day all 
week that it hadn’t rained, and they were 
so anxious to get outside. And I had been 
anxious for them to go, even sent them 
back when they came in! 

I could see the ditch now, water to the 
brim and Billy nowhere in sight! I 
screamed then, loud, as hard as my lungs 
would let it out. And then, a little ways 
down where the ditch made a turn, I saw 
the two workmen. They were bending 
over Billy’s still form. 

I screamed again as I ran to them, and 
one of the men grabbed me as I ran to 
him. “Take it easy, lady,” he said gruffly. 
“We're -doing our best.” 

“My baby, my baby,” I whimpered, too 
weak with fear now to scream anymore. 
Billy—Arthur’s pride and joy, his spitting 
image. The boy Arthur lay in bed talking 
about at night, making plans for, laying 
dreams for. How could I tell Arthur? I 
could not bear to imagine the hurt on his 
face, in his heart. 

And then the strength was in me to 
scream again, and to keep on screaming, 
until at last someone made me understand 
that Billy was coming around and that a 
doctor was on his way. 

It was a long while later, after the doc- 
tor had come and gone and Billy was 
safely in bed, that I sat with Cheryl in my 
lap and realized that Eleanor was still 
there. I looked at her now, not knowing 
what to say. Then she spoke. 

“It’s all over now, Grace. Everything’s 
all right. But don’t try to kid me again 
about marriage and a family. What on 
God’s green earth is more important to 
you than Billy—or Cheryl?” 

I didn’t have a tear left to shed, but her 
words put tears in my heart. She was 
tight. Nothing was more important than 
my children—or their father and _ his 
strong, quiet love. 

And I had accused Eleanor of being 
ungrateful. I was the one who was un- 
grateful wishing for something I had nev- 
er had instead of counting my wondrous 
blessings. 

I hugged Cheryl’s warm softness to me, 
and looked at Eleanor with eyes full of 
love. “I won't try to kid you again—ever.” 


I said. THE END 
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I Couldn’t Let Him Go 


(Continued from Page 19) 


[ enjoyed being with Dave, and 
s right. My being older didn’t seem 
ke any difference with us. The 
it of a real date tempted me. I 

had any fun for a long time. It 
had even gone 
take the 


een years since I 
show, unless it was to 
en. “Tl go.” I decided. 

Good girl!” he said, as he had at 
fice. “See you in the morning.” 


. WAS different, sitting across from 

Dave the next morning. I knew him 

{ knew more about him, more 

nal things. And Dave seemed dif- 

t. Several times I glanced up from 

ork to find his eyes on me. He'd 

, or say something, then turn to his 

work. It made me feel young and 
eresting. And interested. 

[ wouldn’t let myself forget the age 

ifference, though. I remembered Alice, 

d the talk her marriage had started. 
Even though I had no thought of marry- 

Dave, I was sure going with him 
ould start similar talk. All day Thurs- 
day I debated backing out on the date. 
[hen we worked again Thursday night 
ind it was the same as before. We were 
ilone in the office, and it was a warm sort 
of aloneness. We got a lot of work done, 
bought sandwiches and beer on the way 
home, and once again sat on the sofa 
eating, and talking. 

[ didn’t think again about breaking the 
date. It was just one night, and I was 
reading a lot of importance into it, I told 
myself. Dave wanted to thank me for 
working the two nights, and so he was 
taking me to the show. It was no more 
that, and there wouldn’t be any 
dates. 

[ reckoned without Dave. We didn’t 
take the sandwiches home after the show, 
but ate them in the car, even though it 
was cold. Then Dave took me home, and 


than 


more 


ifter Mrs. Dugan left he stayed for 
iwhile, talking. 


That’s one thing we had. It seemed 
that no matter how much time we spent 
talking, we never got through. We liked 


many things, had so many common 
interests. Dave was an avid golfer, and 


hen I confessed I’d always wanted to 

he promised to teach me in the 

You'll love it,” he told me. “Somehow 

t grows on you, once you get started. 
How about ice skating?” 


[ haven’t gone for years.” I said. “I 
[ can still skate. They say you 


forget it.” 
‘hen let’s all go to the Bay Saturday 
Marsha and Dickie a 
ince to try out those new skates.” 


Give 


ternoon. 


“Tomorrow or next Saturday?” 

“Tomorrow. Then, if you will, we can 
go to Trenton and have dinner and dance. 
The Tick Tock is open and they have a 
good orchestra.” 

“T haven’t danced for so long I'd never 
be able to follow you.” I just couldn’t 
refuse to go. But I hadn’t thought about 
more dates. Not so many, surely. 

“Tt will come back. We'll work until 
noon. I'll come for you. so you won't 
have to take your car. How about it? 
Marsha and Dickie will love it.” 


“So will their mother. Dave.” I told 
him. “But I shouldn’t go with you so 
much.” 


“Why not? Someone else?” 

“No.” I shook my head. “I 
gone with anyone; haven’t wanted to. But 
I am older. . . .” 

He put his hands on my arms and gave 
me a little shake. “Will you stop that?” 
he asked. “So you’re a few years older. 
I told you, it doesn’t make any difference 
to me, and I’m the only one to mind.” 

“I’m eight years older.” 

“So what’s eight years? I act older 
than my years, and you look a lot younger 
than yours. So that evens things up and 
will you quit finding excuses not to go 
with me? First thing you know I'll be- 
lieve it’s me you object to, and you're 
using the age angle as an excuse.” 

What could I say? The way he put it, 
I was foolish to worry. After all, he was 
only asking me for dates, not to marry 
him. So I said I’d be glad to go skating 
and to Trenton. Dave kissed me, lightly, 
and let himself out the door. 

I stood there, feeling his lips light on 
mine, and wondering if I were falling in 
love with him. Certainly this past week 
had been a lot different from any I'd spent 
in a long time. I locked the door and 
went into the bedroom, telling myself I 
was just learning what it was like to get 
out once in awhile and have some fun, 
and love didn’t enter into it. 


haven’t 


OVE ENTERED into it before the Val- 
entine Day Dance the company gave, 
though. By then Dave and I were having 
four or five dates a week, and he was 
taking Marsha, Dickie and me some place 
on Sunday afternoon, and taking them to 
a show, out in the country or to Trenton 
to the museum, every Saturday afternoon. 
Marsha and Dickie were crazy about 
Dave, and he really seemed to like them 
and to enjoy their company. He would 
come back on Saturday, as enthusiastic 
as they about their afternoon. While I 
finished our informal supper, he sat back- 
wards on a kitchen chair, while they sat 








on the floor, leaning back against the 
wall, and they would tell me all aboy 
what they’d done. 

I had quit saying anything about being 
older than Dave. But I hadn’t forgotten 
it. There was some comment in the office. 
about our going together, but not abou 
the age difference, that I heard. Of course 
since most of the people came from Lans. 
ing, and ages weren’t generally discussed 
breaks. which was when most 
of the talking took place, there weren't 
any who knew how old I was, even if they 
did know how old Dave was. 

[ really didn’t look any older. My 
brown hair hadn’t started turning grey, 
though there were flecks of grey in Dave's, 
My skin looked as smooth and _ unlined 
as Mary Hagn’s and she was only twenty. 
five. My figure was good, too. I still wore 
a size twelve, and the only change twelve 
years of marriage and two children had 
made was to fill out the flat places I'd 
had at eighteen. 

I couldn’t deny that I enjoyed Dave's 
kisses, either. Usually he just kissed me 
good night, but not as casually as that 
first time. Sometimes, though, he drew 
me close as we sat on the davenet talking, 
and for a while we wouldn’t talk. Dave 
would kiss me, and murmur how much 
he enjoyed being with me, and how sweet 


at coffee 


I was. Then his kisses weren’t at all 
casual. And I liked it. 
I knew Dave liked it, too, and _ that 


later we would have to face 
what was growing between us and do 
something about it. I wouldn’t go on from 
there, though. We’d have to do something, 
but I wasn’t going to say what. Not feel- 
ing the way I was about Dave. 

The Valentine Dance was formal and 
everyone had voted for a king and queen 
and no one knew who the winners were 
until that night. Dave and I knew we 
were both candidates, but I know I didn’t 
think much about winning. 

So it was quite a pleasant surprise 
when they called our names and we had 
to go up to be crowned. I felt about 
sixteen, and I was glad the new dress | 
had bought was red and white. It seemed 
exactly right for a Valentine queen. 

“You’re a very lovely queen,” Dave 
whispered in my ear, as we danced. “And 
I’m proud to be your king. But does it 
have to be for just tonight?” 

“I don’t know what you mean.” I told 
him. 

“I think you do.” he answered, holding 
me a little closer. “I’ve been falling more 
and more in love with you ever since 
Christmas.” 

I missed a step then, even though we 
had found that dancing did come back 
io me, especially when I danced with 
Dave. He had whispered the words, but 
I felt as if he had shouted them out, and 
everyone in the room were aware of them. 
“Dave, you mustn’t.” I protested. 

“It’s too late for that.” he said. “And 


sooner or 
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[ think you feel the same way. Why not 
make it permanent, Pat? Make this night 
particularly memorable by becoming en- 
gaged to me?” 

I had to stop dancing. 
pounding and I was sure I'd stumble if 
I went another step. Dave 
understand, and he led me off the floor, 
and over to the punch table. 

“To us?” he tipped his glass towards 
me. and we seemed to be in a little island 
all our own. To us? 

How could that be? I knew how I felt 
about Dave. His hand on my arm, his 
arm around me, started my heart pound- 
ing and my thoughts racing. But always 
they hit that wall; the eight years differ- 
ence in our ages, and came bouncing 
back. 

“To us for tonight, Dave.” I answered 
his toast. “As king and queen of the 
dance.” 

“We'll discuss that later,” he promised, 
with a look that made me feel as if I 
were in his arms. 


My heart was 


seemed to 


ATER, in his arms, we did face it and 

there was that same wall. I was eight 
years older than he was. I had two chil- 
dren, one going on eleven. I remembered, 
and mentioned the talk about Alice when 
she married a man so much younger than 
she was. 

“That’s no reason, Pat.” Dave argued, 


his lips against my cheek. “I love you 


and you love me. That’s all that is im- 
portant.” 

“The age is, too.” I replied. “Eight 
years, Dave. Even if it weren’t for the 


talk. When you’re thirty five I’ll be forty 
three. When you’re forty three, I'll be 
past fifty.” 

“It still doesn’t make any difference.” 
he insisted. “I wouldn’t care if you were 
fifteen years older. It 
you and me. And we love each other. 
We like the same things. We have fun 
together, whether we’re dancing or seeing 
a show or just sitting here talking.” 

“It just wouldn’t work.” 


isn’t the age, it’s 


I shook my 


head, trying to escape his arms. I could 
think better, could argue better, if he 


weren't holding me. 

Dave wouldn’t let me go. His 
held me tighter and tighter and 
wasn’t anything the least bit casual in 
his kiss as his lips pressed against mine, 
hard. When he finally let me go, he lit 
a cigarette and I saw his hand tremble. 

“See what I mean, Pat?” he asked, 
inhaling deeply and letting the smoke out 
slowly. “It’s all there, and you feel it 
as much as I do. Age has nothing to do 
with it. It’s us, and we can be happy 
together. Happier than you’ve ever been, 
or ever will be, with anyone else. Maybe 
that sounds conceited, but I know I can 
make you happy. Just as I know I'll be 
completely happy with you.” 

“Dave, it isn’t only us. 


arms 
there 


Or even what 


strangers and friends and ac- 
think. 
Marsha and 
father and 
would they think?” 

“IT told them about you I was 
home, Pat.” he said. “I told them I was 
falling in with you, for the first 
time in my life. I told them I was sure 
the age difference 


people, 
There’s my aunt and 
Dickie. And 


brother. 


quaintances, 
your 


What 


uncle. 
mother and 


when 
lov e 


you would try to say 
would matter.” 

“What did they say?” 

He laughed a soft laugh, 
close again. “They said to convince you 
that it wouldn’t.” he kissed me, lightly, 
“You see, Mother is six years older than 
Dad. I until I told them 
about you.” 


and drew me 


never knew 


He never knew! The age surely didn’t 
make as much I thought. 
If it did, then it would have mattered in 
their lives. There were Marsha and Dick- 
ie, though. 

“We like each other, Pat.” Dave settled 
that. “I’d want them to have my name, 
of course. What would 
be up to them. And if we have any chil- 
dren, we'll still be a family, you, me, 
Marsha, Dickie, and the others. You're 
creating problems.” 


difference as 


they called me 


“T just don’t know.” But I was weak- 
ening. And Dave knew it. 
tighter, 


His arms grew 
and his lips pressed harder and 
I wished married 
right then so he wouldn’t have to go home. 
how I felt, 
reaching for another cigar- 


harder and we were 


I guess Dave knew because 
he let me go, 
ette, 

“We'd better 


married, Pat.” he said, 


not wait too long to get 
quietly. “I had 
planned to take you home to meet the 
folks over Easter. How 
me there, at Easter?” 
“That’s just six weeks.” 


about marrying 


“That’s all of six weeks.” he said. 

“Tf Marsha and Dickie feel it’s alright.” 
I gave in. 
They’re 


“And to me,” 


“Td have to ask them, first. 
important to me, Dave.” 

he stood up and pulled 
“T know they'll like the 


They’ve as 


me to my feet. 
idea. much as said so. So 
I'll have a ring for you tomorrow.” 
Dave.” I admitted, 
he held me. “I didn’t want to.” 
“Don’t ever stop, Pat.” he said. “Be- 
cause I love you so much I'd try to hold 


“T do love you. 


you, even if you did.” 

“T won't stop.” I said. 

Dave brought the ring the next night, 
and he was right about Marsha and 
Dickie. They were as pleased as could 
be. In fact, they acted as if they thought 
it was their idea. 

Dave wrote to his folk, too, and I had 
from his mother, and 
signed by his father, too. They were 
happy for both of us, glad Dave was 
going to be married and have a real home 


a wonderful letter 


at last. They were so happy we were 
coming there to be married, and they 


MEN PREFER WOMEN with 
GLAMOUR & CHARM 


HUMANIA has created for you alluring new 





HAIR-DO’S:..:: 


A reliable firm. ° - selling to and recommended 
th of fied women since 1910. 
Satisfaction guaranteed or money refunded 








**CONTE’’ ITALIAN CUT 
Natural looking part. 
Attractive and very smart. 
Only $29.75 

Mixed grey.... 


No. 1460. BOB WIG. 
Miss Personality. Flatter- 
ing, smart looking. Choice 
part either side or center. 
Hond mode weft. $22.50 
Mixed grev $27.50 


$34.75 





ALL AROUNDS 

Feother cul tows Curls ore 

Croquinoled.. $6.50 
Mixed grey ...... $7.50 





’ 
‘ ITALIAN CUT TOPPER 

OPEN PART Latest style crown piece on 

net foundation. Easily worn. 

GLAMOUR Very attractive.....$13.95 


Gives real Mixed grey $18.95 


natural ap- 
pearance. 


wavy human 
hair 18°’ long. 
Easily attached. 
Made extra heavy. 

Comb front hair into it to 
make your own part. 
Very low price....10.95 No. 71. Distinctive and 
Mixed grey 13.95 — popular........ only $3.50 


naa 


BANG STYLE GLAMOUR STYLE 
Halfwig,No.3105X Half wig, No. 675X 
ing, with feather Softly curled coif- a i. 
cut curls. Encircles fure with bang. Has eae yom me 
entirehead.$24.50 part. Covers en- aelve Good. 
Mixed grey $29.50 tire head. $17.50 Very smart $17.50 
Mixed grey $22.50 Mixed grey $22.50 


No. 








9500 
POODLE cut 
Glamorous look- 





Si Cluster - 
BARGAIN CHIGNON Curi ¢ 
Large. Has nylon GLAMOUR 
net. Glamorous. Covers entire head 
=$2.75 only $10.95 





PAGE BOY 
12” wide, reaches 
from ear to ear. 
$2.25 Extra heavy 2.95 Only 

Mixed grey 3.95 Mixed grey $3.75 Mixed grey 13.95 


Write oie for 48-page HUMANIA 
ft i ale es 


mee SS 
HUMANIA HAIR CO 


Dept. 10-T-N 303 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 
LE PRT 











ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 


Size 8 x 10 Inches 


on DOUBLE-WEIGHT Paper ; 
Same price for full length or bust ¢ 
form, groups, landscapes, pet ani- 
mals, etc., or enlargements of any 
part of a group picture. Original ie 
returned with your enlargement. 
so orders of 2 or more we will 
FRE gs send you one py Miniature Por- 
@ trait, size 4’ x5", FREE. Mail 
photo, negative or snapsho ot ( any site) an a receive 
your enlargement, guaranteed fad 
tiful double - weight portrait quality Paper. 
Cc. 0. D.’s accepted on orders of 2 or more. 
fase advantage of this domo wd offer. "send your photos today. 


Professional Art Studies, 544 S. Main, Dept. 58-M, Princeton, Illingts 
73 





j 








“With God 


All Things Are Possible!’ 


ing difficult problems? Poor Health? Money 
r Jot ‘Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? Love or Fam- 
Troubles? Wouid you like more Happiness, Suc- 
“Good Fortune”’ in Life? 
4 any of these Problems, or others ae 
nd, then here is wonderful NEWS o 
WV WAY of PRAYER that is helping 








is to. ) glorious new happi- 

i joy! FREE 
» this message now and 
address and 







and handling. 
nderful NEW 


o keep and treasure! 


LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP 





GOLDEN CROSS 


A Soothing Dressing- 
BURNS ¢ CHAFE @ 
MINOR CUTS e 
Skin Irritations... 
HATURE’S BEs> 


Heal 
PRUSES \ cae 
SOROLINE, 


SONG POEMS 


WANTED for musical setting and recording. 
Send yours for immediate consideration, 
U. S. MUSIC STUDIOS 

Belmont, Mass. 


BOX NOROTON, CONN. 


Helps 


5210, 














Box 222-B 


"A ee =a ed = 


New for Fall smartness is 
**Cindy’’ smartly detailed in Black 
or Brown Suede with 3” heels 


Other styles to EEE. $6.95 


Money back guar. 
WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 


SYD KUSHNER 


~e _T-10, 733 South St. 
= 47, Pa. 





















Widths 
c-D-E 







Ail sizes 
4toil 











NEW FACTS ON LIGHTER SKIN COLOR| 


FREE information on skin lightening. 

Based on science of biochemis- 
try, and on what you eat. No bleaching 
creams or ointments for the skin. Write 
today for your free facts. No obligation. 


CHEROKEE INSTITUTE “*xS,0So*Gi a3 "mo" 


Kansas City 13 
Easy to use Viscose Applications may 
heal many old leg sores due to venous 
congestion of varicose veins, leg swell- 
ing or injuries. Send today for a FREE 
BOOK and NO-COST-FOR-THE- 
TRIAL-plan. 


N.T. VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn St., Chicago 2, Illinois 



































would be so happy to have Marsha and 
Dickie stay with them while Dave and I 
had a short honeymoon in Chicago. 
The last doubts I had disappeared 
that honeymoon. I might be eight years 
older than Dave, but it didn’t 
difference in our love. after the wedding. 
and the drive to Chicago. When we were 
alone in the hotel room, and Dave drew 
me into his arms, nothing mattered but 
our love and our each other. 


make any 


need for 


Even I had to admit that I looked 
younger than Dave. The glow of our 


happiness made me look ten years young- 
er. We had a wonderful time, walking 
down Madison Avenue in the wind, brav- 
ing the chill of April to stand in Grant 
Park and notice the faint touch of green 
that was spreading through the trees. 

We danced together. and loved together, 
and drove back to Grigsby as happy as 
two people can be together. 


ACK IN CAMERON, and back to 
work, we were teased. and given a 


gift, and treated the office force at coffee 
break, and no one mentioned the differ- 
ence in our ages. 

I decided Dave had been right, and the 
eight years didn’t matter. They didn’t 
seem to matter, either, as the weeks went 
on. Dave and I were happy together. We 
enjoyed working together. Marsha and 
Dickie were happier than I could ever 


remember. When I learned, in May, that 
I was pregnant, we were all tickled 
over it. 


Work at the office slacked off in May, 
and I was off through June and July. 
Then I went back in July, to help change 


the files. There were only about eight 
of us in the office, then. Two of the 


regulars were off on vacation every week. 

It was fun working in such informality. 
Fun, that is, until they hired Debbie 
Peterson to help with changing the files. 
Debbie was just twenty and cute as she 
could be. She wore full, full skirts over 
lots of petticoats, and her blouses and 
summer sweaters fit her She 
had an innocent, trusting way of acting, 
which we women sensed as fake from the 
first. 

The three men who were working in 
the office, though, ate it up. When Debbie 
would roll her big black eyes up at one 
of them and say, “Oh, I just can’t do 
that. Will you help me?” Whoever it 
was would fall all over himself to help 
her, even if it were only moving a chair. 

Debbie really enjoyed it, too. She never 
failed to cast a triumphant glance at us 
to see if we had noticed. At first Dave 
paid little attention to her, joking about 
her after work, just as if he didn’t really 
think much of her. 

Dave was the best-looking of the three 
and it seemed that having 


lovingly. 


men, though, 
me in the office, too, spurred Debbie on. 
She would go to Dave for help first, and 
always look to see if I noticed. After a 





days. Dave didn’t seem to mind any 
and he didn’t joke about her, either, 

| was more and more conscious of the 
difference in our ages, as I began to show, 
And it didn’t help any to see Debbie 
bent close to Dave. her hands smoothing 
her hips or slim waistline. I was jealous 
showed it. Besides, I couldn’t hon. 
why any man would prefer a 
woman eight years older than he was to 


thing like Debbie, 


few 
more, 


and 
estly see 
a lovely young false 
as she was. 

I really tried not to show my jealousy 
at work, but some of it leaked through, 


{nd when we got home, wilting in the 


heat after being in the air-conditioned 
office all day. I was snappy and irritable, 


“Maybe you'd better quit, Pat.” Dave 
worried one night when I had snapped 
at Marsha and slapped Dickie over little 
things I wouldn’t have minded usually, 
“It’s so hot and you don’t feel so good.” 

“You'd like that, wouldn’t you?” | 
snapped at him. “Then you could let 
yourself go with Debbie without wonder. 
ing how I would act about it.” 

“Let myself go with Debbie?” he 


laughed. “If I did, I would tan her for 
being such a little fake. Debbie has a 


lot of what it takes, if she would be her- 
self and quit trying to be a_ helpless 
Southern belle.” 

“She makes you men jump through 
hoops, anyhow.” I told him. “So why 
should she change? If you want to carry 
on with her, why try to hide it? She 
doesn’t try.” 

“Are you jealous of her, Pat?” Dave 
frowned. 

“Shouldn’t I be?” 

“You certainly shouldn’t be.” he said. 
“IT may go along with Debbie’s act—it 
makes her feel like a real charmer. But 
I’m not interested in her in any way. I’m 
married to you, remember?” 

“Maybe you don’t want to remember.” 
I wanted to stop. I wanted him to take 
me in his arms and tell me how much he 
loved me and make me feel young and 
wanted again. I felt miserable and wished 
I weren’t going to have another baby, 
even Dave’s. I was thinking of the eight 
years between us, and next winter Dave 
would be working across the width of a 
table and desk from someone else, maybe 
someone like Debbie, and I would be get- 
ting bigger and bigger and less and less 
desirable. 

“Pat.” Dave stood up and held my 
shoulders in his hands, shaking me 4 
little. “Stop it! I don’t want to quarrel 
with you about Debbie or anything else 
so silly. I love you. That’s something 
you’ve never stopped doubting, all these 
months. Why can’t you believe it?” 

“I'm eight years older than you are Ie 
member?” I asked, bitterly. “I keep get 
ting bigger and bigger and I have to 
watch you making a fool of yourself ovet 
that little chit... .” 


Dave slapped me, hard. The shock of it 
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hit both of us and we stood there, facing 
each other and I could feel the place on 


my cheek burning. 


“That wasn’t necessary.” I told him, 
biting back the tears. “I can take a hint, 
if you don’t want me. Just say so. I won't 


cause you any trouble.” 
“Pat. listen to me.” He 
and held me, though I tried to get 


“Maybe I shouldn’t have slapped you. Or 


grabbed my arm 


away. 


and chastize 
Will you get it 
] love 


loved 


maybe I should go farther 
you the way you deserve. 
in your head once and for all. you. 
| married you because | and 
wanted to spend the rest of my life with 
It doesn’t make any difference 
eighteen 


you 
you. to me 
* you are eight years or 
older. I am not interested 
chit like Debbie, shape or no shape. 
if you’re getting bigger and bigger. 
with my child. The child I 
to have. Can’t you understand 
Can’t you let yourself just 
turn, and quit torturing both of us about 
this crazy complex of age difference?” 

“If I could just be sure!” I sobbed. “I 
love you so much I have to be sure. and 
I can’t. Not when someone like Debbie 
makes eyes at you, and leans against you 
and you act like you like it.” 

“Will it help any if I tell Debbie to get 
away and stay away? If that would make 
you happy, I'll try it.” 

“Tt wouldn’t help. Nothing would.” I 
broke away from him, and ran towards the 
stairs, hoping I could get to our room be- 
fore the tears really got started. 

I guess it was partly the tears, and 
partly that I just didn’t look where I was 
going. I had always been careful to watch 
out for any toys the children left around. 
Children will leave things, sometimes. no 
matter how many times you tell them it’s 
dangerous, especially on the stairs. Dickie 
must have taken his skates off on the 
stairs, or else he was using one of them 
as a sort of conveyance for some of his 
toy soldiers. Whatever the reason, there 
was one of his skates on the stairs and I 
didn’t see it. 

All I knew was that I stepped on some- 
thing that went out from under my foot 
and threw me around, then the 
stairs, I remember calling to Dave, then 
everything went black in a flash of 
all up one side of my body. 


HEN I WOKE up I was in a hospital 

bed and Dave was sitting beside the 
bed, head resting on the back of the 
chair and his eyes closed as if he were too 
tired to wake up. His face looked drawn, 
and there were dark circles under his eyes. 
He looked a lot older than his twenty 
eight. I lay there, looking at and 
loving him and wishing I hadn’t been so 
unreasonable. [ have to make 
Dave understand that I worried because 
I loved him so much, and from now on I 
wasn’t going to let We 
were going to have a baby, and I really 
wanted it as much as he did. 
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a brainless 
And 
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myself worry. 


The baby! I stretched out carefully. 
and I felt sore and bruised all over. I 
raised one hand under the sheet and felt 
the bandages they had put around me, and 


I was perfectly flat. So there wouldn’t be 


any baby and how could Dave ever forgive 


me for that? The tears started again, only 
this time they weren't tears for myself. but 
for Dave and the baby we wouldn’t have. 

Dave must have heard me. or else he 
wasn't asleep, only resting. “Pat!” he put 
his face down against mine, “I thought 
you'd never wake up.” 

“Dave. the baby.” 

“It’s all right, Pat. There can be other 
babies. You were out such a long time 


I thought I was going to lose you.” 
“IT love Dave.” I 
and that was all I could say. 


much to 
But it 


vou, had so 
say, 
was enough, Dave understood. 

I was in the hospital a long time, and 
couldn’t do But 
the busy office 
and both Dave and the doctor thought it 
would be good for me to go back to work. 
Dave 


again, checking copy while he dictates let- 


much when I got out. 


season was starting at the 


I’ve been sitting across from 


ters and handles all the details that are 
out an annual for a 


And he was right. 


involved in getting 
high school or college. 
There will be other babies. One, anyhow. 
This time I’m going to be extra careful. 
I want this baby so very much. 

I’m trying not to worry about the dif- 
ference in ages, Sometimes I 
think about it. Think about the fact that 
in a few years I'll be forty, and Dave will 
only be in his early thirties. 
I’m fifty, he’ll just be a little past forty. 

But I put the thoughts away from me. 
I’m learning to feel about it the way Dave 


our too. 


And when 


does—age isn’t half so important as peo- 
ple believe. It’s only as important as you 
let it be, and if you have real love, you 
can face anything. 

I know, too, that I'll have to face things, 
as the years move past. I know there will 
be people who will have something to say 
about my older. Well-meaning 
friends who will be hypercritical of my 
actions, and of the relationship between 
Marsha and Dave. 

There will be times when I'll see Dave 


being 


talking to a younger woman, and I'll won- 
But I 


say anything about 


der if he is comparing her to me. 
won't ever be able to 
it, or put the nagging worry that will be 
cast into words. 
first of all. 
that’s what 
Put love 


and all personal fears and worries 


never be completely out, 

I'll have to put our loves 
And when you think about it, 
you have to do in any marriage. 
first, 
and complexes aside. 

When you do that, 


cessful 


you can make a suc- 
the 
make so much differ- 


marriage and difference in 


ages doesn’t really 
ence. The problems aren’t so important, 
them 
The together- 


THE END 


because you're meeting together. 
And that’s what counts. 


ness. 
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Heartbreak Wedding 


(Continued from Page 37) 


For Jeff and I had come to another state 

married because we couldn’t get a 

license in our home state of California. 
The blood tests had shown that Jeff— 

[he justice’s chuckle broke through my 
haze. “Well. doesn’t the bride get a kiss?” 
he demanded. 

[ shook my head, quickly, and heard 
Jeff's low voice, almost savagely. “If it’s 

we'll go!” then he thrust a bill into 
the man’s hands, grabbing my arm to take 
me out of there, and dropping it as soon 
is we were outside the building. 

Jeff said, “Well, I guess the next thing 
is to notify your folks, Drusie.” 

[ nodded. “They'll need to cancel every- 
thing. the caterer and the Church and—” 
my voice broke, thinking of all the tender 
happiness that had gone into my wedding 
plar [he invitations were out and gifts 
were coming in. My white gown already 
hung in the guest room, with my veil 
tretched out on the bed close by. They'll 
have to put something in the paper—” 

So what?” he ground out. “Your face 
l SaVe d = 

[ drew a long breath. “Why shouldn’t 
it be?” [I demanded fiercely. “Why 
I be humiliated by letting folk 
know I'd been betrayed—not a month be- 
fore my wedding? J didn’t do anything 

[ know, Drusie. I take all the blame. 
(nd.” gently, “if this gives you less humil- 
iation than simply postponing the wed- 
ding on some likely sounding excuse, then 
it’s okay with me.” 

“There never was a question of simply 
postponing it,” I told him icily. “If I’d 

ye that far, ’d have broken it off en- 


\ little silence, then Jeff nodded toward 
phone booth and I went in, put my call 

to hear Mom’s bewildered, 
“How could you, Drusie? All 
the arrangements made, the money 


ugn had 


irt voice. 


Oh, I know it sounds foolish, Mom, 
but we just didn’t stop to think! Jeff had 
to make this trip and we thought it could 
be a honeymoon, too! So we just did it! 
maybe Dad can get some of the 
money back. I hope so!” I knew my 
folks had spent far more than they could 
“Please don’t be angry, Mom! 
I can’t bear it!” 

“Of course not, darling!” she told me, 
moment. “And now that you’re 

God bless you both, and all our 
love! Ill call your father right away so 
' n get things done.” 

ne out of the phone booth and be- 


married 


gan walking back toward the car—the 
three-year-old model car I’d_ proudly 
helped him pick out, because it would 
oon be “ours.” Jeff had said huskily, 
‘Maybe it’s more than we should pay, 


76 


honey, but somehow—well, it'll be this car 
that takes us away on our honeymoon! 
And it has to be the best I can get!” 

My eyes became misty with tears, 
and [ stumbled on, got into the car be- 
fore Jeff had a chance to help me. With- 
out a word he went around, slid under the 
wheel, and in a moment we'd swung out 
onto the highway. Starting on the wed- 
ding trip that would be no honeymoon. 


E STAYED away two nights, to give 

the appearance of a honeymoon. Two 
nights together, man and wife in name, 
but only two people under the same roof. 
Jeff rented a motel at the edge of town; 
I had the bedroom, he slept on the front 
room couch. There was only a gruff good- 
night from Jeff, and a whispered one from 
me, and then each was alone. Our wed- 
ding night—and all the nights to come— 
ruined, all because Jeff hadn’t loved me 
enough to wait as I’d waited. 

How could it be, I wondered. Ours had 
been a wonderful love story. We'd started 
dating when I was a junior in high school, 
and he about to graduate, and from the 
first we knew it was love. 

Jeff went to work his way through the 
state university, studying to be a pharma- 
cist; his father owned a small drug store, 
and needed Jeff's help. I missed Jeff ter- 
ribly, but he got home often, and we 
wrote. When I graduated, he asked me to 
marry him, and I was thrilled and joy- 
ous to accept. 

“But itll mean a long wait, darling!” 
he warned me. “But once the waiting’s 
over—oh, I love you so, Drusie!” 

I took a job and saved all I could, look- 
ing forward to the marriage. And finally 
Jeff was through and back in town, work- 
ing for his father, and we could set the 
wedding day for August. Then Mom and 
I got busy. It would be a simple church 
wedding, we decided, with a small recep- 
tion in Mom’s lovely garden afterwards. 

There never was a happier girl than I. 
The minutes sang, and I think I was pret- 
tier than I’d ever been. My hair, cut short 
and curled softly, seemed to have a bright- 
er sheen, and my brown eyes looked gold- 
en against the tan of my clear skin. 

Love flamed higher, too. Whenever Jeff 
and I were together, it seemed as if our 
hearts were tender, ready to be set aflame 
by the tiniest spark of love. It became 
harder and harder to keep things under 
control, and one night we almost didn’t. 

It was not quite four weeks before the 
date set for our wedding, and I was more 
excited than ever because the wedding in- 
vitations were addressed, and my wedding 
gown all finished and in the guest room. 
I'd tried it on and knew I’d make a lovely 
bride. 

“Wait till you see me, darling!” I told 


Jeff. as we drove away for the drive-in 
movies that night. “Just wait!” 

“If only I can wait!” Jeff said, and 
drew me close. 

Neither of us saw the picture that night, 
It was as if the emotions within us had 
built up past the point of denial and 
finally, when the intermission came, Jeff 
said, “I’m taking you home, Drusie. If | 
don’t—we’ll both be sorry!” 

I knew he was right, but I had a queer 
lump of disappointment in my throat as 
he drove off the lot, then toward home. 
And when he stopped under the live-oak 
before my home, I turned to him, threw 
myself into his arms. “Oh, Jeff! Jeff!” 
I choked out. “I love you so!” 

He caught me close, and our excitement 
took flame. Jeff said, hoarsely, “Such a 
little while ahead, but so long to wait, 
Drusie!” and I nodded against his shoul- 
der. It was too long to wait. We couldn't. 

Then, suddenly, the light flashed on in 
the guest room, and I knew Mom had 
gone in for a final peep at the wedding 
gown, and I came to my senses. “We've 
got to wait, Jeff, or we’d spoil things. I'll 
go in now. Goodnight, darling!” 

I lifted my face, kissed him quickly, 
then opened the car door and got out— 
while [ still had the strength. Just then 
a girl came out of the shadows, walking 
tiredly. 

“Tt’s Noreen Shelby,” I whispered to 
Jeff. “She looks sick. I heard she’s been 
holding down two jobs—at the diner all 
day. and in the Gold Slipper most of the 
evening.” 

“Yeah. Trying to make enough so the 
juvenile officers won’t pick up those two 
young brothers of hers. They’d be better 
off if they were picked up. Noreen has no 
time to give them, and their father is just 
a bum!” 

“Poor girl!” I whispered. In spite of 
her poor family, there had always been 
something valiant about Noreen. She 
wasn’t pretty, with her coarse hair and 
thin, pointed features, but she was a fight- 
er. And she was generous and kind- 
hearted, too—and had something that at- 
tracted boys, even when she was in the 
grades. “Jeff, you pass her place. Can't 
you give her a lift?” 

“Sure!” he said, as Noreen came up to 
us. And, after we greeted her, he said, 
“Climb into the car. Noreen. I'll drop you 
off on my way home!” 

“Oh, thanks! I am tired!” and when 
Jeff helped her in she sank against the 
cushions as if she could go no further. 

Jeff took me to the porch, kissed me 
goodnight and left, and I went into the 
house, truly glad that I’d not spoiled my 
wedding by going too far now. 

About ten days before the wedding, we 
both went to old Dr. Hagen for our blood 
tests; the following Monday morning we 
planned to go into Los Angeles and get 
our license, so it wouldn’t be left till the 
last hurried days. It made everything 
seem real, and I had a tight lump of hap- 
piness in my throat all the time. 
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Jeff and I sat together in church Sun- 
day morning, and I and my family ate 
dinner with his folk. Right after dinner, 


wants 
he told us. 
“J suppose he has a patient who needs 


Jeff got a phone call. “Doc Hagen 


me to meet him at the store,” 
something special.” The store was closed 
nm Sundays. unless somebody called about 
a prescription or something. 

he told me as he 


folk. 


“See you later. hon!” 

left. I was going home with the 

he'd pick me up after supper. 
] put on 


dress. getting ready 


and 


a new sleeveless pink cotton 


for Jeff. 


I brushed my 


hair. chose just the right shade of lip- 
stick. and thought I looked lovely enough 

be Mrs. Jeff Arnold, as I waited for 
him. 


But he didn’t come. Not at eight 
nine. . . or ten. Mom suggested that I 
phone his folk, but I wouldn’t. for some 


reason. Then she wanted me to go to bed. 
but I just shook my head. “You go on to 
bed. Mom. It’s cool out here. Ill wait.” 


I fought to keep my voice steady, but deep 


down I was full of panic. Jeff had never 
done this before. 
Finally, close to eleven o’clock. Jeff’s 


car showed at the curb, 
meet him. “Jeff! [ve worried 

He lifted his face, and even by the 
faint street-light, I gasped at the grayness 
of it. “I’m sorry, Drusie,” he said tightly. 
“I've been trying to get up courage to tell 
cs. 

“Tell me what, Jeff!” I moved closer, 
but he took my wrists, held me away. 

“Drusie, I know I can’t expect forgive: 
ness—not right away— 


and I ran out to 


“I love you, Jeff!” I choked out. “You 
know I do!” 
‘T’ve kept telling myself you do. But 


” 


—” a little silence, then he straightened 
“We can’t get married now, Drusie.” 
“What?” I gasped. 

“We can’t get a 
Hagen told me today. 
blood test.” 

The world tipped crazily, and I put my 
hands to my ears, so I wouldn’t have to 
take in his words, but there was no escap- 
ing it. “It can’t be true, Jeff!” I cried. 
“Not you!” When he shook his head, I 
went on, the horror growing. “Then you 


license now. Doc 
I didn’t pass the 


were with another girl—right while we 
were engaged! All this time you've 
been—” 

“Only once, Drusie! I swear it! And 
I didn’t mean it to happen then. It’s just 
—maybe you can’t understand, hon, but 
sometimes your feelings get away with 
you. Like sliding down a steep hill. Like 
skiing, maybe. You go down so fast you 


can’t stop, and when you come to the edge, 
you just go over. That’s the way it hap- 
pened. I was already—oh, skip it! I just 
came to the edge and couldn’t stop.” 

I drew back from him, sick because I 
was realizing what he meant. “It was 
Noreen Shelby,” I said flatly. “That night 
you took her home.” 


A little silence, then he said, “I suppose 


You have the right to know, and I doubt 


looked 


for 


It was Noreen. She 
beaten that I 
somehow it 


if she’d care. 


so tired and felt sorry 
. 





her, and worker the 
other. I was ashamed 
start, but I 
ended, something I 
wasn't. 


she’d 


extra 


about it from the 


thought it was something 
But it 


that 


could bury. 
well. I didn’t know 
bad, trying to 
And her tiredness that 


It seems 
gone earn 
night 


awful 


already 
money. 

well. Doc Hagan 
sick girl. They 
hospital two days ago. 

Still I couldn't speak. I 
bering I'd fought 
keep things right for us, 


— 
Says snes an 


her to the 


” 


sent county 
was remem- 
that night to 
and he’d gone 
ruined everything. I 
was remembering that I'd felt for 
Noreen, and asked Jeff to take home. 
And both of them had betrayed me. 

Jeff went on “Doc that I 
on getting married as soon as 


how hard 


away from me and 
sorry 
her 
slowly. says 
can’t figure 
we planned.” 

“Married? 
think I’d ever want to be your wife, 
Do you think I could stand it 


I found voice then. Do vou 


now? 


ever? 


I heard his breath catch, but his voice 
stayed quiet, tired-sounding. “I didn't 
know, Drusie. I wasn’t sure. But I hoped 


you'd be willing to postpone the wedding 


till I’m cured, then give me another 
chance.” 
He reached for my hand, but I shrank 


turned and stumbled for the front 
The whole world seemed spinning 
around me, and [| was shut into the sick 
darkness with only ugly thoughts for 
company. I was realizing what it all 
meant. The wedding plans cancelled. 
Gifts returned . all the folk to meet. 
Their curious stares .. . the talk. “4 

“Tl not face it!” 
won't! It wouldn’t 
wrong!” 


away, 
steps. 


I cried aloud. “I 
be fair—I did no 

I wasn’t thinking very straight, but I 
was recalling another couple, a few years 
before, who'd laughingly eloped to escape 
the big wedding the girl’s mother insisted 


upon. 
Folk had only chuckled about it. 
There’d been no postponement, no ex- 


planations, no gifts to return. Jeff and I 
could come back and go into the apart- 
ment we'd picked out .. . living apart in 
truth, but normally married in the eyes 
of the world. 

I turned and came back to where Jeff 
still shoulders slumped. I looked 
up at him and said harshly, “We'll have 


stood, 


no postponement, no breaking-off. Not 
yet.” 

“What do you mean, Drusie?” 

“T mean—we’ll go to some other state 


where they don’t have blood tests, and get 
married. We'll do it right away. so Mom 
can cancel the wedding plans. There'll be 
talk, but not the same as if we just broke 


off, now.” 
He lifted his head, his face brighter. 
“You mean, Drusie, that you'll marry me, 


wait till I’m cured, 


chance!” 


and give me another 


I told him, lash- 
ing out cruelly in my hurt and humilia- 


“You've got it wrong,” 

















Naturally Healthy Normal Hair GROWS from 
the HAIR ROOTS in YOUR SCALP. The condi- 
tion of your hair often depends heavily on the 
natural health of your scalp. Years ago, 
DOCTOR CARNOT invented a medicated tar 
formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed 
with many proven beneficial ingredients. 
CARBONOEL is such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such fine work in helping 
an ITCHY, BUMPY, DANDRUFFY scalp that 
many DOCTORS regard it highly and PRES- 
CRIBE it for many scalp troubles. Many 
annoying externally caused scalp conditions 
are greatly relieved by the use of this Triple 
strength tar formula. Write for this DOCTOR’S 
GENUINE SCALP FORMULA now, It will be 
sent to you all mixed and ready to use. USE 
IT FOR 7 DAYS, and if you are not satisfied, 
your money back. Pay only $1.59 on delivery. 
This includes everything. Don’t pay a penny 
more. You get it will full directions. Use the 
finest MEDICATED SCALP FORMULA your 
money can buy. Your hair and scalp deserve 
fine care. Just send your name and address 
to — GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS INC. 
Dept. YC-10, Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 
NOTE:- THIS FORMULA carries a 100% 
written money back guarantee. 
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“It's not another chance. It’s just a 
take the punishment and shame oft 
houlders. We'll be married and wait 
til time enough has passed so I can 
That’s all.” 
aw anger flare in his eyes, but it 
faded, and after a moment he said, 
You’re calling the plays. When do you 
want to go?” 

Right away!” I couldn’t stay here and 
face my folk, not with all the heartache 
that would be bound to show. “Mom and 
Dad are going into Los Angeles tomorrow 

to get our wedding present and arrange 
for—for the wedding pictures. We can 
leave then.” 

[ll be here at ten,” Jeff said. 

His shoulders were so bent, his face so 
haggard—almost I called him to stop, but 
[ didn’t. I remembered how he’d left me 
that other night, supposedly to give a tired 
girl a lift home. And he hadn’t been man 
enough to wait. 
there at ten. We’d driven 
through most of the day, and now we were 
married. We were Mr. and Mrs. Jeff 
\rnold—but only in name. And it would 
ilways be that way, for Jeff had. spoiled 

verything by his sinning. 

Fresh realization hit me like a blow, 
ind all the pent-up feelings spilled out in 
weeping. I buried my face in the pillow 
tifle my sobs, but Jeff must have 
heard, because he spoke from beside my 
} ] 

Drusie—Drusie, darling!” he said, and 
his hand rested gently on my hair. “Oh, 

y God. if only you knew how sorry I 

! Vd give my life if I could make 
things right for you again!” 

He knelt beside me, and in spite of my 
turmoil, his nearness was like a torch. I 
wanted, all over again, to turn to him for 
but I had to remember, the thing 


ivorce, 


He was 


comfort 


[ was sure I could never forget—he was 
unciean, 

“Leave me alone!” I choked. “Don’t 
you dare come near me! Not ever!” then 
[ heard his steps going away. 


VI ANY, MANY TIMES, through those 


next weeks and months, I wished 
that I'd had courage to call off the wed- 
( and face the humiliation. I don’t 
know which was more dreadful—having 


to pretend to the world that we were a 
happily married couple, or the deadliness 
of the when we were alone and 
dropped off the masks of deceit. 

Once, when we’d been married only a 
month, Jeff told me, “Doc Hagan has 
pronounced me thoroughly cured, Drusie.” 

“What difference does it make?” I 
asked him coldly. “I’m glad you’re better, 

; course,” I went on, “but I can’t see how 
it affects me.” And I turned away. 

Jeff caught my shoulders, whirled me 
back, and I shrank from the hardness of 
his face. “Then you’re ready to get your 

ree?” he asked. 
just a month of marriage?” I 
“You must be crazy!” 


times 


After 


exclaimed. 








“Crazy or not, I’m ready for it!” Jeff 
stormed. “I’ve had just about all I can 
take of this mockery! If there’s no chance 
of your ever forgiving me, helping make 
this thing into some sort of marriage, 
then let’s get the hell out of it! And 
now!” 

I threw back my head. “I’m as anxious 
to get out of it as you are!” [ flared. “But 
I’m not going to make talk to hurt my 
folk —nor yours! After what I’ve al- 
ready taken, I can take a little bit more, 
and so can you!” 

He stared at me a moment longer, then 
turned away. So we'd gone on with our 
heartbreak marriage, without even a 
shred of companionship between us. Oh, 
there were times when his nearness stirred 
all the old familiar pattern of desire, but 
a little remembering kept me hard. 


ANOTHER MONTH passed and an- 
other, and I grew more and more un- 
happy. I avoided my friends, Jeff's 
parents and mine. With the girls, I knew 
that my pretense of being a radiant bride 
must be wearing thin, and I was afraid 
that the family might see beneath our 
smiles and guess some of the heartache. 

It was worse than heartache, living in 
the small apartment together, knowing an 
outlaw yearning for the man who shared 
it with me, yet always conscious of the 
barrier between us. After that one night, 
when he told me he was cured, Jeff kept 
his distance, aloof, tight-faced. 

I shouldn’t have cared, I told myself, 
when the letter came to Jeff in a woman’s 
handwriting—from a town not too far 
away, but where I didn’t know Jeff had 
friends, I shouldn’t care, but I watched 
his face and was angry at the intent way 
he read the written pages. 

I couldn’t keep from wondering who 
wrote the letter, and when another one 
came, a week later, I hated myself for 
being so bothered. Jeff was nothing to 
me, not really. I kept telling myself that, 
and it brought a terrible hurt, remember- 
ing all the bright dreams I'd had of our 
marriage such a short time ago. 

Remembering filled me with despair, 
and maybe Jeff sensed it. He didn’t even 
read the letter that had come; just stuck 
it in his pocket, and that evening, at sup- 
per, he came out of his remoteness and 
talked to me as if he wanted to help me 
in my loneliness. When I went to do the 
supper dishes, he came to the kitchen, 
picked up a towel, started drying them, 
and for a little while it was like the dream 
of my heart come true. 

It was the way I’d thought it would be, 
when I was full of marriage plans and 
love for Jeff. Jeff and I, working together 
in our home. For a moment I forgot my 
hurt, and when his shoulder touched mine, 
every nerve of me leaped alive. I turned 
toward him instinctively. “Jeff!” I whis- 
pered. “Oh, Jeff!” 

He dropped the towel, caught me in his 
arms. “Drusie!” he said hoarsely. “Dru- 
sie, darling!” Then he was holding me 














close, and his lips were on mine, and 
love was a flame violent and demanding 
in me. My pulses were throbbing and all 
thought was burned out of me except the 
knowledge that I loved Jeff, wanted him, 
and nothing else mattered. 

He lifted me up, carried me to the bed. 
room, with my arms about his neck, 
clinging tightly. Something dug into my 
cheek, and smiling, I took one’ hand to 
push it aside. My fingers touched the 
sharp corner of an envelope—the letter 
Jeff had thrust into his pocket before din. 
ner. I brought my hand back quickly, 
not wanting anything to spoil this moment, 

But Jeff had seen. He reached in, 
jerked out the envelope, tossed it to the 
night stand. “It’s just Noreen’s letter,” 
he said vaguely, then he drew my cheek 
close to him again, while his lips came 
back to mine. 

But the fire was suddenly gone from 
me. Like a film run swiftly backward, all 
the figures moving grotesquely back to 
the start, my memory returned—over all 
the heartache of these past months, the 
terrible wedding, the moment when Jeff 
told me he couldn’t marry, back to the 
time he drove away with Noreen. 

Sick revulsion filled me, and desire 
faded. “Put me down!” I cried. “Don't 
touch me! Don’t ever touch me!” 

He just stood there, his eyes still warm 
with wanting me, his arms refusing to let 
me go. But finally, when I struggled, he 
set me down, then stood looking at me 
from a face taut with frustration and dis- 
belief. 

Finally, he jerked out, “You mean—you 
still think I’m unclean?” 

“T'll always think you’re unclean!” I 
choked. 

“Well, I’ll be damned!” he exploded. 
“So this is just another way of getting 
even! You tease me, bait me along, just 
so you can do this! Well, I won’t stand 
for it, do you hear? I’m ending the hellish 
farce you’ve made of this marriage, right 
now! I, myself—tomorrow!” 

I was sick with frustration, too, and as 
furious as he was—that he dared to 
blame me for our marriage being what it 
was. 

“You want to be free—to carry on what 
you began with Noreen!” I accused him. 
“You're probably both—” 

“Shut up!” Savagely he caught my 
wrists, while his gaze seemed to sear me 
with scorn. “What difference does it make 
to you if I do want Noreen, or any other 
girl? You don’t want me! You just want 
to make sure nobody else does, or that I 
never have any happiness! Well, you're 
not ruining my life any longer! Im 
through!” 

He strode to the closet, jerked out 4 
suitcase, began cramming things into it 
Finally, I found voice again. “I want 4 
divorce as much as you do, but I'll be the 
one to get it! You have no grounds!” 

“IT don’t want a divorce,” he told me 
sharply. “Our marriage has never been 
consummated, and that’s grounds for a0 
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annulment in any man’s language. And 
it’s quick!” 

He finished ramming 
closed it, then 


A moment later 


things into the 
strode out the 
I heard 


then the car go out of the 


suitcase. 
door and away. 
the motor start, 
drive below, and I couldn’t move for a 
jong time. I just stood there, numbed. 


Then I felt the pain 


again, and I threw myself down on the 


bed and wept. Not because Jeff had left 
me now. I kept telling myself fiercely, but 
for all the wonderful things he had killed 
before our marriage ever began. 
DON’T KNOW 


decided to go see Noreen, 


when it was that I 
tell her all 
she’d done to me, and I'd find out just how 
close she and Jeff were. I had to know 
that. I had to know just how much harm 
Jeff had done to me. 

The address was on the upper corner 
of the unopened letter, and I copied it 
down. I didn’t want to know the contents 
of it—I’d find out what I needed to know 
from the girl, herself. Early the next 
morning I took the bus. and by midmorn- 
ing I was getting out of a taxi. 

“Are you sure this is the place?” I 
asked, staring at the sign above the gate. 
A sanitarium— 


“This is the address, ma’am,” the driver 


said. 
Noreen probably worked here, I 
thought. Well, she could manage to get 


a few minutes off to talk to me. She 
could hear the things I was going to say 
to her—things she needed to hear. 

I went into the office. “Would it be 
possible for me to see Noreen Shelby for 
a few minutes?” I asked. “I’ve come quite 
a way, and it’s terribly important.” 

The nurse looked up. “Are you a rela- 


tive?” 
I shook my head. “I come from the 
same town. I must see her!” My voice 


shook with the urgency of it, and I saw 
sympathy in the other’s eyes. 

“All right,” she said. “But we can give 
you only a few minutes. Go down the 
corridor, last door on the right.” 

A few minutes will be enough, 1 told 
myself as I walked down the wide hall. 
Then she could go back to her work, and 
I'd go home to pack my things for leavy- 
ing. 

I came to the last door. It was partly 
open, but I knocked. “Come in!” a husky 
voice said, and I pushed the door open 
slowly, a queer wonder filling me. Then 
I could see inside . . . could see the thin, 
almost lifeless girl who lay on the bed. 

“Noreen!” I gasped. 

Her eyes flew wide. “Drusie!” Then, 
suddenly, tears ran down her cheeks, and 
she held out her hand. “Drusie, you have 
forgiven me! That's why you came all 
this way! Oh, Drusie, I’ve prayed for 
this!” 

I moved. toward the bed, and her thin 
hands caught mine. “Drusie, this makes 
everything right—all I’ve worried about. 
And Jeffi—he forgave me, but you—” her 


pulsing in me 


broke. “I didn’t dare 
Drusie, but you’re here!” 

I didn’t know—” I began, and 
hand away. “I didn’t—” but 


voice to hope you 


could, 

“Noreen, 
pulled my 
the words wouldn’t come. 

Noreen finished for me. “You didn’t 
know I’ve got leukemia? I guess Jeff 
She closed her 
spoke tensely. 


to hurt you.” 
them, 


didn’t want 
eyes, then opened 


“Everything is all right with you and 
Jeff, isn’t it, Drusie? 


ding. and I feel so 


I spoiled your wed- 
bad about that—I—I 
haven’t spoiled anything else for you, 
have I, Drusie?” 

She looked at me anxiously, but I 
couldn’t find any of the words I’d come 
words that would tell her of 


the harm she’d done, 


here to say 


She went on, in her tired husky voice. 
“[ wanted to die after that night. 
I don’t even know how it happened, ex- 
cept that I was so unhappy and 
and when Jeff felt sorry for me 
I was so tired. | 


Drusie. 


lonely, 
because 
head 
as if to shake away the memory, then went 
“Only I didn’t know I could 
hurt him that way, Drusie. I swear I 
didn’t. When I found out—I wished he 
would kill me when he came to tell me 
what I'd done him—and you. Honest, 
Drusie.” 

Suddenly I knew she spoke the truth. 
She hadn’t wanted to hurt anybody, but 
I—I’d wanted to hurt everybody because 
I was hurt. I’d come to hurt this girl who 
was dying. And all the way along I'd 
done everything I could to punish Jeff, 
cruelly. 

Shame filled me as I thought of all I’d 
done to Jeff—and Jeff was the man I 
loved. 

Yes, I still loved him. But I’d been 
thinking only of myself, and of saving 
my face, and love had been buried under 
selfishness, until now—it was too late. 
He’d left me. 

But it wasn’t too late to help Noreen. 
I took her hand in both of mine. “Don’t 
worry any more, honey. What happened 
is all in the past. Jeff is cured and—” I 
dared not bs into her eyes and lie, so I 
finished, “Noreen, I love Jeff now more 
than I ever have.” A truer thing I had 
never said. 

I found him at the apartment. “Drusie, 
I’ve tried to find you,” he said sharply. 
“Where were you?” 

I lifted my head. “Jeff, please listen. 
I want you to know that I realize now how 
wrong and cruel I’ve been, all the way 
through. I’ve thought only of myself, and 
now—oh, I love you, Jeff!” I cried des- 
perately. “Can you forgive me, let me 
have another chance?” 

He stood frozen, and I thought he 
would never move. Then he came 
the room, and I was in his arms, and this 
time there was no ugly memory, no revul- 
sion. I thought of Noreen without hatred, 
and I'd tell him of that visit later. 

Now there was no time for talking. 
Now was, at long last, the time to love 


and be loved. THE END 


she shook her 


on again. 
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We only sell genuine perfumes honestly described. 
Our patrons know that any belief in the presence 
of benevolent influences in a perfume is absurd. 


Do YOU want 
the Real MONEY PERFUME? 


Do YOU want a perfume that 
smells like MONEY? Looks like 
MONEY? And reminds YOU of 
MONEY every time YOU use it? 
Then YOU want LUCY MONEY 
Perfume that is made with rich 
GREEN OILS to give YOU a very 
POWERFUL and RICH scent. A 
friend told me, *‘When I want per- 
fume that is PLENTY SURE to 
please I use your LUCY MONEY 
Perfume because it GIVES me the 
ATTRACTIVE scent that men like 
best."’ If YOU would like a 10 day 
trial of LUCY MONEY Perfume, send me your name 
and address. When the postman delivers it with com- 
plete Directions, deposit $3 (2 big bottles for $5) plus 
postage and handling on my HONEST GUARANTEZD: 
Use Your LUCY MONEY Perfume for 10 days and if 
you are not satisfied, I'll send your $3 right back. 
Only Real LUCY MONEY Perfume can bring HIGH 
PRAISE for Your GOOD SELECTION. Send NOW to 


LUCY PERFUMES, Dept. T-152, LYNBROOK, N. Y. 











DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 
Drunkenness ruins Health, —— 
ness. Break the Drinking Cycle 
QUICKLY...INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use AL COREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks. Not 
classed as a permanent “‘cure,"’ but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ng cycle and causes many to turn 
be t te in SECRE A few drops of 





trom liquor. Ma 
this wonderful ALC OREM eliminates desire for more 
alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
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*P S) ME MORE WONDER FUL 
AL COR M AT ONCE FOR A FRIEND WHO IS A 
HEAVY DRINKER. T BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 

T DELAY e ORDER ALCORE® NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY BA . We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in ~~ wre om. 
Pay postman $7.45 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
70c in C.O.D. and postage, send $7.95 with order. 
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608 S. DEARBORN ST. ¢ CHICAGO 5, ILL. 
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Love Across The Color Line 


(Continued from Page 31) 


y»uble finding the chapel. 

My friends did not arrive. 

In the Chapel of Truth, at eight o’clock 
on December 30th, 1952, I became Mrs. 
Carolile Neil. 


“Whom God hath joined together .. .” 


UR RECEPTION, held in a clubroom 

that belonged to a friend of Carl’s, was 
ery lively. It was a real introduction to 
Harlem society and I enjoyed every mo- 
ment of it. Everyone laughed and talked 
and were full of congratulations; danced 
und sang, and had a good time. I can hon- 
say that I was very happy. Carl 
stayed near me all evening, introducing me 
to all his friends and to many of the celeb- 
rities of the Negro world. The guests were 
nearly all colored. There were a few mixed 
couples present, a few white men married 
to colored girls and some white girls who 
had colored husbands, but it was predomi- 
nantly a Negro affair—and I thoroughly 
enjoyed it. 

The reception was over by midnight, 
then Car! and I went to the hotel, this time 
as Mr. and Mrs. Neil, to share a room. 

Laughing and joking, Carl carried me 
over the threshold, we propped our mar- 
certificate against the mirror, and 

tood staring at it, our arms around each 
other, soaking in the realization that we 
were finally man and wife. 

[t scarcely seemed possible to me that 
only a few short months ago I had been 
Elaine Cook, an ordinary girl with a 
family. a prospective husband and a future 
just like that of hundreds of thousands of 

ier girls in the United States. Now, I 
was Elaine Neil, an un-ordinary married 
woman with a family who had discarded 

a real husband and a future unlike 
inything that my wildest dreams might 
have imagined. 

[ was the white wife of a black man. We 

bolized the merging of two worlds— 
sprung from both, yet members of neither; 
desiring both, yet desired by neither. 
Penny for your thoughts,” Carl’s arms 
ueezed gently. 
It all seems so unreal, almost as if it 
happening to someone else. Gosh, 
Carl,” I turned to face him, “I’m really 
I’m Mrs. Neil!” 

Like the sound?” 

| love i.” 

‘And I...” he said, “I love you Elaine. 
Whatever happens, wherever we go from 
here. remember—that I love you always.” 

There is only once when a girl becomes 

nan, when she becomes “One” with 
nan she loves. Carl lowered the lights 
indressed in silence. 

He sat beside me, his eyes a mixture 
of softness and roaring flames. And finally, 
when he lowered his body to mine, I knew 
that what I had done was right. A sensa- 
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riage 


yi wite. 
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tion of completeness began growing, grow- 
ing, soaring within me and Carl’s passion 
intensified until I knew civilization was in 
retreat. 


EW YEAR’S EVE—the magic hours 

between 1952 and 1953—I was intro- 
duced to many more of Carl’s friends, and 
some of the people with whom we had so 
much in common: other interracial cou- 
ples. 

There were four or five girls with colored 
fellows at the bar in the hotel, and we 
joined one couple at their table. 

Bea, white and a striking brunette, was 
married to Fred, a husky, light-skinned 
Negro with handsome features. 

“And they’ve been married almost seven 
years.” Carl told me. 

“Nine,” Bea corrected. 

“And we’ve been married about twenty- 
four hours,” I laughed. 

Bea grinned. “You've got a long way to 
go, Elaine, and it won’t be easy, believe me. 
Let’s get together soon, shall we?” 

“I’d love to.” I said, eager to form some 
new friendships, the memory still too fresh 
of Betty and the others who had eagerly 
agreed to come to my wedding and then 
had thrown a cloak of gloom over it by not 
putting in an appearance. Evidently, it 
was their way of rubbing it in. If it were, 
they succeeded beautifully. It hurt. 

“Are you living in the hotel?” I asked. 

“T should say not,” Fred chimed in. “I 
couldn’t stand living in this place. Oh, it’s 
the best hotel in these parts,” he added 
quickly, noticing Carl’s look, “but we 
wanted a place of our own, something we 
could really turn into our house.” 

“There’s nothing unusual about that,” I 
commented. 

“Nothing unusual about wanting it,” Bea 
said. “Only about getting it!” 

“Did you have any trouble?” I wanted 
to know. 


Fred heaved an_ exaggerated sigh. 
“Trouble?” He rolled his eyes and put 


his hands in the air in a supplicating 
gesture. “Nobody knows the trouble we’ve 
seen!” 

Bea gave him a playful push. “You'll 
frighten Elaine,” she said. “It wasn’t all 
that bad and you know it.” 

“Tt wasn’t easy,” Fred said, seriously. 

“Wouldn’t people accept you?” I asked. 

By way of answer, Bea asked me a 
question. “What did your parents say 
when you told them about Carl?” 

She made her point. 


STILL telephoned my parents frequent- 
ly but though they began talking to me, 
they refused to see Carl. They avoided any 
mention of his name or any mention of 
my marriage. It was always a strained 
and unsatisfactory conversation, but at 





least they were speaking to me again, 

My sister and her husband were dif. 
ferent. They came down to the hotel 
shortly after our marriage and had dinner 


with us. It was a pleasant, easy evening 


and there was only the strain which 
usually accompanies people’s first meet. 
ings. 

I think it was my sister who must haye 
finally prevailed upon my _ parents to 
speak to me when I called them. At lunch 
one day, my sister told me her impres 
sions and those of her husband. 

“Dan liked Carl,” she said. “He 
thought he was very intelligent and a very 
interesting conversationalist. Dan’s always 
been interested in the theatre and he'd 
seen one of the shows Carl was in, so they 
hit it off pretty well.” 

“I’m glad he liked him,” I said. “And 
what did you think.” 

My sister smiled, a little sadly, | 
thought. “I'd be lying if I didn’t tell you 
that I wished he were white, Elaine. He's 
a fine fellow and I enjoyed his company, 
but he’s a Negro and I can’t forget it. 
I’m not really prejudiced, honestly I’m 
not. At least I don’t think I am. But | 
could never be in love with him.” 

“T think I understand that,” I told her, 
“T think that’s a natural reaction. But | 
would not ask anyone to want to be in 
love with him any more than I think you 
have a right to ask any woman to be in 
love with Dan. I am in love with Carl, 
and that’s all that matters. Nothing else 
makes any difference. But I do ask, or at 
least I think I have the right to expect, 
that people don’t condemn me for loving 
him. Isn’t that my own business?” 

“Yes, of course it is,” she said. 


T IFE IN the hotel became terribly mo- 
4 notonous, and when Carl’s business 
friend told him about a vacancy in a fur 
nished apartment building which had just 
come in, Carl came straight over to the 
hotel and told me about it. 

“Tt’s in Harlem, Elaine, on 145th Street. 
Do you want to move there?” 

“You know how I feel about Harlem, 
Carl. I don’t think it’s the right atmos 
phere for us, but if the apartment’s clean 
and we like it, it would be better than 
the hotel.” 

I grabbed my purse and a coat and 
we drove over to the apartment. We were 
there within an hour of the apartment's 
having been listed with the agency, and 
since it was an exclusive listing and we 
knew that no one else had been told about 
it, we knew it would be ours if we liked 
it and wanted it. 

“We're Mr. and Mrs. Neil from the 
agency,” we said to the colored superil- 
tendent. “We came about the apartment 
on the fifth floor.” 

The superintendent took his time about 
lighting a cigarette and then just sat back 
down in his chair. 

“Sorry,” he said. “It’s rented.” 

“It can’t be!” Carl said. “We're the 
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only ones who know about it.” 
“I said it 
dryly. 


was rented.” he commented 


Carl dropped my arm and walked over 


to his desk. “My friend said it was empty 

and that was less than an 

What are you trying to pull, 
I saw the Carl’s face and | 


hour afo. 
pal?” 
anger in 


hurried over to him and asked him to 
leave. “Let’s go, Carl. We'll find some- 


thing else soon.” 

Carl shook my hand off. “No, Elaine. I 
know that apartment’s empty and I don’t 
see any reason why we should accept his 
lies about it. Fair’s fair and I don’t like 
being treated like a fool.” 

“You're no fool, boy,” the man 

said. “I said it was taken and that means 
you can’t have it.” 
' “If you don’t want to rent the 
ment to us, say so. We'll leave. We won't 
cause you any trouble. But don’t insult 
our intelligence by telling 
man enough to speak the truth.” 

The superintendent stood up and put his 
hand out to Carl. “No hard feelings, son.” 
He had a kind of shamed-face expression. 
“It’s not my fault you know. I just work 
here, and the people who own the build- 
ing give me orders. They made a strict 
rule that they won’t have any interracial 
colored 


older 


apa rt- 


us lies. Be 


couples. He wants only occu- 
pants. 
There was nothing else to say; the 


superintendent had said it all. 


E BOUGHT the N. Y. Times on Sun- 

day, searched the paper for apart- 
ments with probably acceptable addresses: 
not acceptable to us, but addresses where 
we might be accepted. That week was filled 
with running down false hopes, false 
leads, and, in a few cases, just missing 
a good bet by a few minutes or a few 
hours. We were frequently told that mixed 
matriages were not permitted in the build- 
ing. In colored areas we were told “No 
Whites.” In white areas we were told, 
“No Colored.” There didn’t seem to be 
any in-between areas, nothing where any- 
one said “No Whites or Colored, only 
Mixed Marriages!” 

Finally, we decided to discard the search 
for a furnished apartment—we didn’t 
want to get tied down to a lot of furniture 
since we hoped, eventually, to get a house 
of our own in the suburbs, something 
where people wouldn’t be interested in all 
white or all colored or even all mixed, 
where they’d only be interested in decent 
people wanting to live decent lives. 

The problem of finding a suitable fur- 
nished apartment, wasn’t the 
sole basis for our change of plan, our 
decision to try and find something un- 


however, 


furnished. With typical human_ incon- 

sistency, we had “stumbled across a bar- 
3 

gain’—that awful experience which 


happens to all of us at one time or an- 
other, 


We caught sight of a beautiful French 
Provincial bedroom suite in a furniture 


walked 


discovered 


drool 


store 


storewindow. We 
then 


over to 
that the 
auction the following day. 
attending the 


about it, 
was holding an 
I saw 


| saw 


no harm in auction. 
harm in bidding on the 
lacking in discre- 


thought it 


even less 


furniture. Completely 


tion, | bought it! Even Carl 
was a 
man agreed to find a storage place for it 
for an indefinite period. 
So each Sunday we got the 
searched the unfurnished 
and the 
But eventually our 
warded. We saw a 
building 


Avenue and 


apartment col- 
umns weeks dragged by. 
persistence was re- 
notice that a 
was being erected on West End 

that three and 
apartments would be 


summer And 


new 


there were 


four room which 


ready for occupation. sum- 


mer was almost upon us! 
As we drove past the building, we 
realized that this was a predominantly 


white neighborhood and. taking the advice 
frie “ had 
“Just get the apartment and then let them 
try to g Carl parked a block 
away from the building and 
that I go on alone. 

“T don’t like doing that, Carl.” 

“T don’t, either. But it looks like we'll 
only get an apartment by doing just that. 
We'll wait forever don’t!” 

“T know. Everyone hates doing it. but 
we're forced into it. I know there’s no 
other way, barring a miracle, but [ still 
don’t like it.” 

I walked to the apartment and had a 
pleasant talk with the agent, a woman. 

“We have some excellent three-room 
apartments on the third floor,” she said. 
She was very friendly and cordial. She 
chatted amiably as we went to the third 
floor, telling me all about the construc- 
tion of the building, then plans for the 
landscaping of it and the decoration of 
the foyer. 

The walls of the apartment were not 
quite finished, and there were no fixtures 
installed in the bath or in the kitchen. 
I liked the arrangement of the rooms and 
the windows were large, something I al- 


so many of our given us: 


yet you out.” 
suggested 


if we 


ways liked. The windows, however, were 
the only really large thing about it. The 


rooms were disappointingly small. 

“The apartment rents at one hundred 
and sixty dollars a month,” the agent said, 
“and you pay one month in advance and 
two months security.” 


“How long is the lease?” 
“Three years.” She looked at me and 
made some comment about the dress I 


was wearing. “Are you married, dear?” 


she asked. 


I wanted to say, “Yes, and to a colored 


man,” but I mumbled something about 
being married but that my _ husband 
wouldn’t be back until the first of the 
week, 


“But you think he'll like it, don’t you?” 

“Tm sure he will,” I replied, wishing 
I could look her in the eye. I hated not 
telling her the truth. 

She handed me a printed layout of the 


ood idea, especially when the sales- 
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t. “Why don’t you let your hus- 

this. Maybe he can help you 

hank you.” Then, impulsively, grab- 

at the only chance we’d had in 

ks, I said, “I'll take the apartment. 
fe’ll like it. I know he will.” 

Fine,” she smiled. “I’m sure you'll 

be very happy here.” 
[ couldn't help thinking to myself: 
we will, but will you? 
We returned to her office where I filled 
papers, gave her a check for four 
hundred and eighty dollars and learned 
that the lease would be drawn up im- 
nediately and would be ready for sig- 
nature the following morning. 

[ skipped my way back to the car. 
“We've got one, Carl,” I sang. “We've 
really got a home at last!” 

He beamed at me. “I told you it was 
1 good idea.” And then his face clouded 
with a frown. “Does she know?” 

[ slammed the car door shut. “No, she 
doesn’t,” I told him. “She asked about 
you, suggested that I show you this,” I 
handed him the plan, “but I didn’t say 
inything about color.” 

Carl wasn’t hearing much of what I 
1id from then on. I chattered away about 
the bath fixtures and the transportation 
and what I wanted to do with the apart- 
ment, but Carl was busy studying the 
layout of the apartment. 

“Did you check the measurements of 
the bedroom, Elaine?” 

[ hadn’t. 

“Look,” Carl pointed to the plan. “The 
furniture we bought will never go into 
that tiny room. Why, there’s hardly room 
for the beds, let along anything else. 
We'd have to put the dressing table and 
the chest of drawers in the living room!” 

[ moved closer and studied the plans. 
Carl pulled a pencil from his pocket and 
sketched in our furniture, the pieces we 
had recently bought and which we liked 
Our stuff wouldn’t fit there in a 
million years, 

“But it’s a home, Carl,” I almost cried. 

“Honey, you were so anxious to get a 
and so nervous over not telling 


it the 


Oo W ell. 


place, 


them about me, you forgot everything 


| 
else 


“Oh, Carl, I’m so sorry. It was stupid 
of me.” 

“That’s okay,” Carl grinned. “We'll 
get the check back and then keep looking. 
The furniture’s all right where it is for 

while. This is how we learn!” 

But it’s such a clean, new place,” I 
pleaded. “Why couldn’t we trade our 
bedroom furniture or something? Maybe 
we could give it to your mother?” 

“She’s got more furniture than house 


99 
now 


? 


“Let’s look around this afternoon and 

if there’s anything we’d like better 
n the stuff we bought the other week.” 
[t was hopeless and we both knew it, 
it we went to every store we could find 


open and peeked through the windows of 
those that were closed. Nothing, but noth- 
ing, pleased us. We'd fallen in love with 
“Our French Provincial,” and French 
Provincial it had to be. 

“We'll tell the agent what happened 
tomorrow,” Carl said, glancing at his 
watch. “It’s too late to go back today.” 

“That’s a shame. It isn’t a very nice 
thing to do, changing your mind that 
way.” 

“Bet it happens ten times a week,” Carl 
grinned. “Think nothing of it.” 

We sat up late that night, measuring 
and re-measuring on the little layout plan 
the agent had given me, but it was hope- 
less. Our furniture would never go into 
that bedroom. 

I telephoned the agent the first thing 
the following morning. I explained, as 
carefully as possible, about the bedroom 
furniture we’d bought and that my hus- 
band was a bit more practical than I. 
She reminded me, forcibly, that she had 
wanted my husband to see the apartment 
first but that I had insisted on giving 
her a check. She also told me that the 
leases were ready—they certainly lost no 
time—and that she would expect me dur- 
ing the afternoon to sign them. 

“But there’s no point in my signing 
the lease,” I explained. “Our furniture 
just won’t go into the bedroom. It'll al- 
most fill the apartment!” 

“Tt’s too late to think of that now, isn’t 
it, Mrs. Neil?” 

“T don’t see why.” 

“You have paid for the apartment, and 
you’ve paid in advance as well as giving 
us two month’s security. That is a clear 
proof that you wanted the apartment.” 

“IT didn’t say that I didn’t want the 
apartment yesterday. I’m saying that I 
don’t want it today. I made a mistake 
about the measurements, that’s all. No- 
body has been put to any trouble.” 

The agent began to grow loud at the 
other end of the phone. “It was your 
mistake, you’ve just admitted it. I’m 
sorry, Mrs. Neil, but the lease is pre- 
pared.” 

“I haven’t signed it and I don’t intend 
to sign it,” I snapped, rather more harshly 
than I intended. I couldn’t understand 
her insistence. Apartments are difficult 
to find and she wouldn’t have any trouble 
renting that one. 

Her voice came back at me in a totally 
different tone. She was sweet and friendly 
again. “I do understand, Mrs. Neil, really 
I do. We women are funny about things 
like measurements sometimes, aren’t we?” 
She laughed sweetly. “Don’t worry about 
the lease, now. I'll take care of every- 
thing.” 

I suppose she had just seen the point. 
I thought she had finally understood what 
I was trying to say. 

“I’m glad you understand,” I told her. 
“Shall I stop in and pick up the check?” 

She sounded rather surprised. “Why, 
naturally you forfeit the rent and the 


security, my dear,” she cooed into the 
telephone. “We can’t return that. The 
check has already been deposited.” 

That was odd. The banks were closed 
by the time I wrote the check the previous 
day, and it was only eight-thirty by the 
clock on the desk. 

“Deposited?” I said, incredulous. “But 
you can’t do that. If you’ve deposited 
the check you'll have to write me one for 
the same money. If we don’t take the 
apartment, we don’t owe the money.” 

“You'll have to forfeit the deposit,” 
she said clearly and hung up on me, 

Carl was furious about it. He said jt 
was completely illegal and that we had a 
perfect right to the return of our money, 
She was trying to get away with it, and, 
unless we did something, she would! 

“Tl go down this afternoon,” I said, 
“She'll return that money or we'll have 
the apartment, one or the other.” 

“We don’t want the apartment, honey, 
Anyhow, if that’s the kind of a woman 
who’s running the place, we couldn’t be 
very happy there anyhow.” 

The agent was not happy to see me, 
She said, at first, that I should return 
the following day, that she would take 
care of the matter then, but I insisted, 

I have never liked myself for what I 
did next. Friends have said that I was 
forced into it and I’d never have got 
satisfaction any other way. Somehow, I’ve 
always felt that I was getting what was 
coming to me for having neglected to tell 
her that my husband was colored. I had 
to use that knowledge now, and it was the 
very thing I had been trying to overcome, 
There was irony in it. 

“Then you'll admit that we can move 
in as long as I sign the lease,” I said to 
the agent. 

“Of course,” she replied, pushing the 
lease toward me. She was not very happy 
about it then. It would mean a loss of 
four hundred and eighty dollars—proba- 
bly in her pocket—if we took the apart 
ment. “But I don’t see what you want 
with an apartment that’s too small for 
you.” 

“We can use it,” I said sweetly. “We 
have quite a few friends who have trouble 
getting apartments and we can always 
sublet to them.” I checked the sublet 
clause in the lease and then asked her 
for a pen. Just before I signed—and she 
was already glowering at me—lI looked 
her straight in the face and said, “You 
don’t mind colored people, do you? Most 
of our friends are mixed marriages. Mr. 
Neil is a Negro you know.” 

The agent turned pink, then red, then 
whiter than white. I thought she was 
going to have a stroke. 

“You dirty girl!” she sputtered. “You 
dirty, dirty girl!” 

“Do you want to return my check of 
shall I sign the lease?” 

She handed over the check. 

(Concluded next month.) 
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